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| Pp ISTL E 


FROM THE 


le of Ely i in Cambridgeſhire, 


TOA 


ene on his Travels: at 
K O ME. 


Nome explore, 
| And | pleas'd ſuryey the once cnt 
* dious Shore, | 
Where 1 now cata Maſe ſublumer } Rapture yiclds, 


\nd Britiſh Sounds adorn th' Auſonian Fields; 
I -; My 


I . 
My Rural Muſe a barren Clime diſplays, 


A Wild unconſcious of immortal Lays, 


Where ELy's Fens in wat'ry Proſpect lye, 


( 


And the low Landskip floats before my Eye. 

| , 
No ſporting Dryads haunt theſe lonely Plains 

Nor Myſtic Oaks inſtruct adoring Swains, 


No vocal Shades imbrown the dreary Land, 

Or Nymph transform'd runs gurgling o'er thi 
Sand ; 

Nor is the Eye with curious Scenes amus'd 

Of Art and Nature gratefully confus'd ; 


Extended Plains fatigue the Proſpect round, 


V 


And one unyaried Waſte deforms the Ground. 


| lc 
Cain d by induſtrious Art the naked Land I 
Hears not the Marks of Nature's forming Hand; 
She from her Sylyan Verge thro' ey'ry Part 
Views with Diſdain the mimic Hand of Art; : 
That 


124 
That ſtrives with coſtly Pain t improve the I Ae, 


And make the rude Expanſe with Plenty ſmile. 
Here ſome to riſing Banks uprear the Mold, 


From diſtant Lands by driving Waters roll'd, 
Some with capacious Dikes the Banks ſurround, 


Fix the ſtrong Sluice, and heap the guardian 
Mound ; 
ct ſhall the Waves augment their wat'ry Store, 


ains, 


\nd ſpread their liquid Arms beyond the Shore; 
ncertain Bounds the dubious Land enſure, 


Ind ALL appears deceitfully ſecure. 


The Fen, if true“ Bepe's venerable Tale, 


Vas once a barren unfrequented Vale ; 


1 \ Wild of Waters, whoſe incumbent Train 


lept on the putrid Surface of the Plain; 
hat Time an Abbey o'er the hallow'd Land 


and ofc by the Zeal of ETueLDREDA's Hand: 
A 2 Safe 
* Ia regio Elge undique eft aquis et paludibus circundata, neque 


Pides majores habet, &c. 


That BD Hi Anglorum, Lib. IV. Cap. xix. 


| 


+. 
+ 


| 
| 
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[ 4 | 
Safe from a Foe th imperious Cloyſter ſtood, 


Securely guarded by the ambient Flood ; 
No hoſtile Din of ſtunning Arms aroſe, 


Nor yex'd the Manſions of auſtere Repoſe, 


Till HuBBa led his fierce Battalions forth, 
From the wild Regions of the crowded North, 
Whoſe Arms were figurd in a Runic Mold, 


And Enfigns blazon'd in Barbaric Gold: 
Far thro' the Fen advanc'd the impious Bands, 


Blind Rage impel'd their ſacrilegious Hands; 
By Pagan Flames the Infant Structure fell, 
And exil'd Virgins fled the burning Cell, 
But ſee by * EpcGax's Care the Dome appears, 
Rais d from the Ruins of an hundred Years; 
Again the Floods their languid Station kept, 
And undiſturb'd by Wars in Silence ſlept ; 
Whe 


*The Abbey and Church of Eh, built by St Erheldred in d 
Year of our Lord DceLxx111, were burnt down by the Danes, at 
rebuilt juſt an hundred Years after their Deſtruction by Ethelus 
Biſhop of Wixckefter, by a Grant from King Edgar. 


Dvcpalt's Menafticor, Pag. 87, and 9% 


th, 


an, 


1 
When Io ! from far a gilded Streamer bore 


The + NokMAN Lion waving on the Shore 

In vain the Fury of the Trump's Alarms 

Spoke the dire Sound of WILLIAu's conqu'ring 
Arms, | 

Againſt his Pow'r the Barrier Waters lay, 

And adverſe Dikes oppos d the dang'rous Way; 

With Shame the Warrior left the unyanquiſh'd 
Waves, 

Nor ELr's Lords were yet a Tyrant's Slaves. 

'Twas thus that angry Fen difdain'd to yield, 

When ExGLaxy's Diſcord ſhook her wat'ry 
Field ; 

When purchas'd Zeal deſpotic Joan ador d, 

And * Lyxx was honour'd with her Patron's 


Sword. 


Now 


+ The whole Account of this Tranſaction of William the Con- 
queror”s oy the City of Eh, may be ſeen in Sir WIITIAu 
DvucpaLE's Hiltory of Inbanking and Draining. 


King John gave his Sword to the Town of Lynn Regis in Nor- 
Volt, as a Teſtimony of their Loyalty to him in the Barons Wars. 


[ 6 1 
Now Bx1Tain's Sons confus'd with impious Jars 
Sound thro the Ern the hoſtile Clank of Wars; 
Sword againſt Sword each raging FaQtion draws, 
This claims his Throne, and that demands the 
Laws; 
But Mars in vain diſplays the warlike Shield, 
Bold Neptune here decides the dubious Field; 
Foe to the King the Parent of the Main, 
Roſe thro' the Feu, and delug'd all the Plain; 
Wave above Wave againſt the Tyrant ſtood ; 
And oer his Banners rode th' avenging Flood: 
But now no longer with deſtructive Speed 
Flows the proud Stream Memorial of the Deed ; 


See Pan exults where azure Neptune roll'd, 


And Ceres now waves o'er the fertile Mold. 


* 


Thus 


* King John loſt his Army in a Place called Vell. Stream, (below 
Wisbech in the Iſle of EH) as he was paſſing the Waſhes into Lin- 
colnſhire, to fight the Barons, The whole Account of which may 
-_ ed, as I have been informed, in the Records of the Tower of 

enacn. | x 


E 


Thus ſpread the Water's unreſiſted Rage, 
Swelbd with the Sorrows of a lengthned Age, 
Till * BREDPORPD's Earl the brave Exploit 

begun, 
And taught the confluent Waters where to run; 
Thro' ductile Drains explor'd a liquid Way, 
And led the obſequious Natads to the Sea. 
But Fate to him the wiſh'd Succeſs deny'd, 
By Rebel Rage the abortive Labour dy'd ; 
Fierce o'er the Fen inteſtine Diſcord ſtood, 
And way'd the Sword of Variance o'er the Flood: 
No more the wand'ring Streams were ſeen to 
glide, 
Back thro' the Fey recgil'd th' unactive Tide, 
Thence ſoftly ling ring o'er the ſilent Plain, 
Creeps indolent along, and feebly ſeeks the Main 


Who 


* Francis Ruſſel, Earl of Bedford, was the firſt Undertaker for a 
general Draining of the Fexs, now called Bedford. Level, by a Grant 
from King Charles IJ. - x 


LF] 
Who now, O BED TOR, ſhall reſume thy 


Toil, 
Reach thy Example, and reſtore our Soil? 


What other * Moon ſhall bid the Waters run ? 
Moo join'd to Thee like CyxTH1A to the Sun. 
See in his Map the imag'd Labour glow, 

See unknown Rivers learn from him to flow ; 
Here wond'ring Cam receives the ſpacious Drain, 
There the full Stream runs copious to the Main : 
Here the freed Glebe a tufted Proſpect yields, 
And a faint Verdure ſtains the recent Fields; 
There Ceres Gifts the pregnant Waſte adorn, 
And Streams of Plenty feed the riſing Corn 
Such were the happy Days of ELy then, 

And that the Golden Ara of the Fer. 


How varied now is our degen'rate Time ? 


Is Faction, Sloth, or Avarice the Crime 
That 


© Sir Jonas Moor, Engineer to the Earl of Bedford. _ 


EF] 
That ſtill amidſt this delug d 7/7e we find 
No Creature but of an Amphibious Kind : 
A double Nature runs thro all the Fey, 
Here ſwim the Dogs, the Cattle, and the Men; 


There fails the Coat that flies the tuneful Wood, 
All ſhare with Fiſh their Element the Flood j 
Here hungry Her ns ſit watchful in the Shade, 
There ſullen Bitterns haunt the lonely Glade : 
Sadly prophetic Race! * whole baleful Cries 
Sound inauſpicious thro the Wintry Skies; 

Of future Floods they tell the fatal Pow'r, 

By Inſtinct conſcious of th' impending Shower, 
That ſpreads th' unnavigable Wave around, 
And ſleeps incumbent o'er th' unſtable Ground. 


Soon as the Spring adorns the pregnant Earth, 
And gives the vegetable Verdure Birth, 


B Warm'd 


* A Received Notion among the Vulgar. 


[ 10 1 
Warm'd by the Influence of the quick'ning Rays, 
Wide o'er the Marſh a new Creation ſtrays: 
Prolifick Slime its num'rous Offspring yields, 
And fills with Noiſe the hoarſe-reſounding 
Fields ; 
Loquacious Bed of Frogs, whoſe croaking Race 


Peoples the genial Moiſture of the Place. 

So when of old the Nies corrupted Flood 
Stood a portentous Lake of putrid Blood ; 
From ev'ry Pool the Wonder-working Wand 
Calld forth a Reptile Nation o'cr the Land, - 
And pale with Fear all Zzypr's guilty Clime 
Heard the hoarſe Brood croak thro' the teem- 


ing Slime, 


A various Scene the Summer Landskip yields, 


And thro' ſubſiding Waves emerge the Fields; 
Still to the Fen another Woe's declar'd, 
And Vulcan claims what milder Neptune ſpar'd 


Now 


[ xx 1 
Now ſinoak the Plains from ſcaly Legions freed, 
And * burn auſpicious to the future Seed: 
Form'd into Turf the ſwampy Clods aſpire, 


Bright thro the Skies aſcends the Blaze of Fire. 
Thus both the jarring Elements around 


Waſte with alternate Anarchy the Ground ; 
\ fatal Right the hoſtile Lords maintain, 


he Flood o'erwhelms, and Flame deyours the 
Plain. 


More deadly Heats th' Autumnal Star ſap- 
plies, | 
Led with Diſeaſe he fires the ſultry Skies; 
But who, my Friend, ſhall arm his daring Pen 


Lo paint the genuine Ague of the Fen ? 
The Woes that ſhake each tender Source of Pain, 
Voes, which J feel, but never can explain? 

B 2 See 


rd 


o 


* The Method of cultivating Fen- Lands is by burning them. 


j 
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Eyes : 
An icy Cold congeals the curdling Blood, 
Thrills thro' the Veins, and checks the vital 


Flood ; 


Fire. 
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re | 


See the firſt Pangs with ſhiv'ring Fits ariſe, 
Teeth chatter, quake the Joints, and roll the 


When lo! the ſhifting Plague from ev'ry Part 
Glows into Flame around the panting Heart. 
Thus thro' the Limbs the fell Contagion roll'd 
Varies the harſh Extreams of Heat and Cold. 
* So where the burning Rocks of Z#tna riſe, 
Th' obdurate Ice its hoary Neighbour lies; 


There the diſcordant Elements conſpire, 
Froſt joins the Flame, and Snow preludes the 


* Summo cana jugo tohibet mirabile dictu, 


Vicinam flammis glaciem, &ternoque rigore 


Ardentes horrent ſcopuli, flat vertice celſi 


Collis hyems, calidague nivem tegit atra favilla. 


Sirius Iralicus, Lib. XIV. 


he 


tal 
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Nor does this Plague the labour'd Aid demand 
Of Mrap's ſound Skill, or ***'s Emp'ric Hand; 
No learned Arts their coſtly Pow'r beſtow, 
Charms of our own, and our own Cures we 

know. | 
Torn from ſome Coffin the ſepulchral String 
Enchants the patient with its healing Ring: 
No more his Veins the ſhiv'ring Pangs endure, 
And Fancy makes the ſtrong Deceit a Cure. 


Thrice happy Natives of this lonely Ie, 
Could they with equal Art the Gnats beguile, 
Could the kind Influence of fantaftic Charms 
To Foreign Climes expel the hoſtile Swarms. 
See thro' the Air the Inſe& Legions riſe 
Dark like a Cloud, and ſweep along the Skies, 
Rove thro the Fen, the tortur d Prey ſurround, 
Aim the ſharpStroke, and feed upon the Wound. 

So 


— — 


[ 14 ,] 
So when the Sun diſtends the Embrio Form, 
Flies the fell Hornet from its Parent Worm. 
From human Veins they draw their purple Food, 
The falvage Guat, like Scrrhlaxs, lives on 
Blood. 
Two deadly Stings each baleful Inſect wears, 


Each deadly Sting a various Miſchief bears, 


With double Woe they pierce the wounded Vein, 
And this imbibes, the Blood, and that inſtills the 


Pain. 
Moſt fierce their Ire when SiĩRłus rules the Skies, 
And genial Heats inflame the pamper'd Flies, 
The noxious Ray their Source of Poiſon warms, 
And keener Rage each dire Pxo;oscis Arms, 


In vain the Night her ſilent Shade beſtows, 
Solt o'er my Eyes no balmy Slumber flows ; 


The hoſtile Guats an envious Vigil keep, 


The hoſtile Gza7zs inſidious murder Sleep. 


But 


But who can tell how wiſe is human Pain ? 
What artful Schemes employ the anxious Brain ? 
See with Delight the great Relief appears, 
Known by the Fame of twice a thouſand Years. 
Sec the cloſe * Net of Size immenſe and deep 


Flows round the Bed, and guards the Dome of 


Sleep. 
What 


* The Cuſtom of uſing Nets to defend themſelves from the Gnats, 
was in Vogue above two thouſand Years ago among the £g yptians, 
2s appears from Herodotus. 
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7UZU ce Teige 
Herodotus, Lib. II. Pag. 123. Edit. Lond. 


Theſe Parts are much infected with Gnats, and therefore the In- 
habitants have contrived to defend themſelves from that Inſect by 


the following Means. Thoſe who live above the Marſhes, go up 
o 


[16 ] 
What tho the Gnars inceſſant wave their Wings, 
Vain their Efforts, and harmleſs are their Stirigs; 


Soon as their Swarms the ad verſe Round beſet, 


Check'd they retire, nor paſs th impervious Net. 
But where their Shafts th' ignobler Couch moleſt, 


Where no rich Net ſecures Plebeian Reſt . 
Round the low Cell from ſome half-kindled Fire 
Steams the black Smoke, the ſmoth'ring Fogs 
aſpire ; 
Hence while the Cloud its fatal Gloom expands, 
Prone through the Darkneſs fall the Inſect Bands: 
Fach on his Wings with fruitleſs Hope relies, 
And loſt amidſt the ſmouldring Vapour dies. 


So when ſome Trav'ler with adyent'rous Skill 


Climbs the high Top of Z7na's fiery Hill, 
Fet 


to take their Reſt in Towers built for that End; becauſe the Gnats 
are prevented by the Winds from mounting ſo high ; and thoſe who 
inhabit the lower Parts, uſe this Artifice inſtead of ſuch Towers : 
Every Man has a Net, which ſerves by Day to take Fiſh, and at 
Night to defend the Place where he fleeps ; for if he ſhould wrap 
himſelf either in his Cloaths, or any Kind of Linen, tie Gnats would 


not fail to bite; but never attempt to paſs the Net. 


85 


87 


See CuarRESs Walls the verdant Space incloſe 


Where holy Virgins fix d their long Repoſe, 


1 1 
Eer yet the Flames with radiant Anger glow, 
If VULCAN breathes the ſulphurous Steam below, 
The furious Blaſt confounds the Gazer's Sight, 
And Death o'erwhelms him in a Storm of Night. 


"Tis ſaid this Iſle ne'cr knew the pungent 


Race 


When Rome's Monaſtic Sons uſurp'd the Place, 
When Papal Domes the wat'ry Region crown'd, 


And wealthy Sloth ſlept o'er the Cloyſter'd 


Ground. 


Till curs'd with Riches the devoted Tow'r; 
Felt the keen Rage of * HENRx's royal Pow'r; 
His vaſt Succeſs pronounc'd his Vengeance good, 


And Ruin ſtalks where once the Manſion ſtood, 


C Ey'n 


* 


* Henry VIII. the Deſtroyer of the Monaſteries. 


re] 

Ev'n now tis ſaid aerial Forms around, 

And Twilight Shades poſſeſs the haunted 
Ground. 

Theſe watch their Stores within the wealthy 


Mold, 
And Brood Nocturnal o'er the hoarded Gold; 
While thoſe to Vehicles of Flame repair, 


Skim o'er the Plain, and ſhine in dusky Air; 
Oft the fond Swain purſues the Phantom Fires, 
Till from his Eyes the faithleſs Blaze retires, 


Sinks thro' a Bog, or in the Drains expires : 


The lonely Wretch bewails the tranſient Ray, 
And loſt in Darkneſs dreads the devious Way. 


Here could the warbling Muſe inſtructive tell 
How thro' the FEN theſe Papal Manſions fell, 


How TrokxEer's mitred Domes in Ruins lye, 


And gilded CRorLaxp emulouſly nigh. 
By Rage ſubdu'd cach nodding Tow'r appears, 
And Rapine antedates the Waſte of Yeats; 

Yet 


=: 

Yet ſhall the Walls to future Times be known, 

The Pencil's Art retrieves the mould'ring Stone: 
| See“ MILLECENT the falling Fane ſuſtains, 


And curious Lines record th' auguſt Remains; 
iy | But while the imag'd Ruins charm our Sight, 
The drooping Domes chaſtiſe the falſe Delight ; 
A fading Greatneſs in the Piece expreſt 


| Gives half the Form, and bids us wiſh the reſt. 


But ſee where ELy aw'd ſtern HRENRT's Rage, 
The Luft of Rapine, and the Shocks of Age, 
Nor Time nor Fury durſt the Frame deface, 
While Guardian Saints and Seraphs watch'd the 

Place. 
See where her ſhining Spire's unſhaken Height 
Tow'rs in the Clouds, and ſtrains the aking 
Sight ; 


C 2 High 


5 The Ruins of Croyland Church, and ſome others delineated 
V Mr Millecent. 


„ 
High Oer the Waves the hallow'd Structure 


ſtands, 
Like AMmon's Temple fix d on LyB1A's Sands, 
The Dome of Gorhic Form, whoſe rev'rend Pile 


Spreads a majeſtic Greatneſs round the Ie; 


Hiſtoric Glaſs the Rolls of Time recalls, 
And ſacred Sculpture breathes along the Walls; 


} 


There mitred Saints an awful Rev'rence claim, 
By figur'd Marble ſtill preſerv'd to Fame: 
Behold the croifier d Form of Horna riſe 


By whom the lofty * Lantern gain'd the Skies: 


What tho he ſleeps enſkrin'd beneath the Buf, 
His bounteous Zeal now vaniſh'd with his Duſt 
Yet his immortal Fame the Grave controuls, 

For Saints have Fame immortal as their Souls; 


Still 18 the Patriot by his Emblem known, 


And lives for eyer in recording Stone. 


Why 


* The Lantern of £/y's Cathedral was built by John Hothan 
Biſbop of EH, in the Reign of King Edward III. 
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OE 


Why ſhould I tell what ſculptur d Forms 


around 


| Image each Chief that fills the hallow'd Ground? 


What Heroes there with Prelates Reſt deplor'd, 


| How blended lie the Crofier and the Sword ? 
| Succeeding Ages ſhall their Names adore, 
Till Virtue dies, and Courage glows no more; 


| Here green with Bays their rey'rend Urns we 


lee, 


And what they are, muſt greater“ MoxpaunT 


be; 
The honour'd Wreath ſhall flouriſh o'er his 


Brow, 
While Fame can plant, or Cam extend the 
Bough. | 


Here 


* Farl of Peterborough. 
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Here Thee, my Friend, thy mournful Cay 
demands, 
Reluctant wand' ring thro' theſe lonely Lands; 
Slow o'er the Mud he drags his lazy Tides, 
Inglorious Oſiers here uſurp his Sides; 
Thus creeps he on with conſcious Silence dull, 


Calm without Clearneſs, and ignobly full. 


Do thou, my Friend, forſake th' ITALIAN 
Plains, 
Taught by the Muſe to ſpeak their ancient 
Strains; 
Breathe on thy Cam the all- enlivening Lays, 
And round his Waters plant thy riſing Bays; 
Then ſhall his Stream by thy auſpicious Lyre 
Above the tuneful Streams of Rome aſpire; 
The Po, enobled by the MaN TAN Swain, 


No longer then the King of Flocds ſhall reign, 
Shall 
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 Þ Shall roll inferior to th immortal Tides, 


As CæSAR'S Rhone to MarLBRO's Iſter glides ; 
| [ECan's lofty Flood ſhall ſcorn the humbler 

Streams, 

And own no Soy'reign but Imperial ThAMzEs. 


May 1ſt, Mpccxxv11. 
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To His GRACE, 


The Duke of Bedford 


_ UPON THE 


Draining of the FENS in Cambridgeſhire, 


=. Martial Strains reſound th 
Warrior's Name, 


And ſpcak the Triumphs of deſtructive Fame; 
"Tis mine to crown the Patriot with Applauſe, 
And fing the Hero of his Country's Cauſe ; 5 

Whoſe Guardian Pow'r a ſinking People fave; 


And plants a Nation in the vanquiſh'd Waves: 
Nor you, my Lord, the humble Muſe diſdain, 
Who ſings your Praiſe ſhall pleaſe in ey'ry Stra 


* 


T -t others boaft the Triumphs of the Sword 


Be this your Province, A LOST LAND 8 


STOR'D; 
Ho 


Te. 


tl 
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How fam'd above the Laurel ſtain'd with Blood 

Shine the brave Trophies of a CoxQuer'D 
FLooD! 8 

A delug'd Ie retriev d by Russ ELs Hand, 

And BRITAINS Bounds enlarg d in BRTTAINS 
Land; | 

Where Chaos rul'd, now beauteous Order reigns, 

Springs the fair Plant, and ſmile the verdant 
Plains; a 5 

Such are the Palms which Fame on You beſtows, 

Such from your Birth the Stream of Glory 
flows, | 

If ENGLAND Mars diſplay the warlike 
Shield, 

And ſpread her Conqueſts o'er the fatal Field, 

Tis Yours with Neptune on the watry Plain, 

To guard theſe Shores, and curb the Vaſſal 

Main, 


D See 
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See at your Call th' obedient Waves ſubſide, 
See Thorney Blooms above th' encroaching Tide; 
Again the Swains her peopled Fields ſurround, 
The teeming Grain re-cloaths the fertile Ground, 
Our brighteſt Days are due to RusskL's Name, 
Be thoſe bright Days as laſting as your Fame ; 
Happy as when your Noble S1xe's Command 
Aw'd the wild Flood, and fix'd the unſtable 

Land ; 
In vain the Floods againſt your Right conſpire, 
The Sox regains the Conqueſt of the Six ; 
Your Native Right the conſcious Waters know, 
And Scas no more with Rage unbounded flow ; 
Like Phæbus You a fruitful Warmth diſplay, 
And Python dics bencath the genial Ray. 


So when Alcider vigrrous Arm withſtood, 
His watry Foe, and broke the“ horned F lood, 
The 


E 


The leſſen d Stream diſclos'd a fertile Pow'r, 


Round the rich Moiſture bloom'd the vernal 


Prolific Dews uprear'd.the waving Corn, 


d in the copious Horn. 


, 


pen 


And Autumn r 
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T' 0 


SILV1 4, 


Reading OVID's ART or Love. 


W HEN O/VI D's Muſe inſtructs the 
hy | am'rous Dame, 


Warms her gay Thoughts, and diſciplines the 
Flame, 

Can Female Souls the courtly Verſe refuſe ? 

Or mortal Nymphs be chaſter than a Muſe ? 

Reje& the Lines, nor let his taneful Art 


Taint the clear Paſſion of thy Virgin Heart, 


| | f His Verſe like him can Woman's Will controul, 

4 Dart thro her Eyes, and ſteal into the Soul, 

| F | While all the pleaſing Follies of Mankind 

[ | | Crowd the vain Toyſhop of a Female Mind. 
| bs 

1 i * ( 
L Should 
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Should once thy Eyes the dang'rons Lines 
approve, » 

That teach the Science of inglorious Love, 
How Mars compreſt fair Ilias veſtal Charms, 
Could thy weak Heart reſiſt the God of Arms? 
When Florio courts Thee with a pert Grimace, 


he 


And tinſels o'er his Impotence with Lace, 

Or when his Hands the copious Purſe unfold, 
Like ove to claſp Thee in a Storm of Gold; 
Will no fair Lady, but in great Diſtreſs 

Fall the frail Victim of a modiſh Dreſs? 

Or how can Danae with reſiſtleſs Pow'r 
Ward the Male Vigour of a Golden Show's ? 


When roſy Evion toaſts thy charming Name, 

And on the yotive Glaſs inſcribes his Flame. 

1 Foams o'er the Bowl his high Deſerts to raiſe, 
or breaks the Windows to reſound thy Praile ; 

ou | Wilt 
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Wilt Thou pronounce that jovial Lover rude? 
And is no Woman a deceitful Prude? 


When Krephon fetter d in thy am' rous Chains 


Sighs into Verſe, and tunes his penſive Strains, 


Rhimes out the Pangs his throbbing Veins endure, 


And from falubrious Nonſenſe ſeeks his Cure; 
When he affirms no Science e er could trace 
What forms the beauteous Magic of the Face, 
From whence proceed the ſubtle Flames that Ie 
Arm'd in the Sparkle of the radiant Eye, 
When Silvia throws her ſable Glances round, 
And gives each Heart an everlaſting Wound; 
Wilt Thou with Scorn reject the flatt'ring Strain, 
And innocently let the Fool be vain ? 


Wilt Thou to Sonnets turn the obdurate Ear, 
Tun d to thy Praiſe, which Females love to hear: 


For Womens Hearts the pleaſing Dream purſue, 


When once they wiſh the dear Deluſion true, 
And 


ct 8] 
And while the Nymph entranc'd in Paſſion lyes, 
Her Ears believe the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 


No more let Ovid claim thy ſtudious Care, 
But guard thy Heart, and ſhun the am'rous 


Snare ; 
Who'ere in lawleſs Paths delights to rove, 
Miſtakes a Meteor for the Blaze of Love. 
The Brow of Harlots glares confus'dly bright 
With tranſient Flaſhes of uncertain Light; 
ost the ſtrong Beauty of the virtuous Dame 


Shines like the Sun with one immortal Flame. 


ON 


— Mt. 1 


2 — — r — —˙ O ——— — —— 2 


L 32 J 


O N 


F O B, Chap. xxiv. Ver. 24. 


They are exalted for a little While, but are 
gone, and brought low, they are taken out of 

the Way as all other, and cut off as the Tops 

of the Ears of Corn. 


IRREGULAR ODE. 
I. 


OW tranſient is the Sinners 
H Breath! | 
How ſoon the Victim of th' Avenger Death! 
The Wicked ſtruggle from the Womb, 
And only live to ripen for the Tomb. 
Death the ſhort Period of their Race Surveys, 
And ſends her grim Aſfociate-pale Diſeaſe. 
Tis done—They feel the fatal Blow, 
Or fink with Pain, or drag the ling ring Woe: 


They view the ſickly Lamp with dread Surprize, 


Too late the ſickly Lamp demands Supplies. 
| Vain 


(#85 
Vain Arts, alas! the fleeting Life to ſave! 


For lo! the momentary Flame 


Expires, and ſoon the mould'ring Frame 
re Inheritscree ping Things, Corruption, and the Grave. 
! on. Wis 
Short, few, and evil are the Days of Man, 
But ſee! what mad deluſiye Joys, 
What vain Amuſements, trifling Toys 
Fleet thro' the Scenes bf Life, and croud the 
ſcanty Span ! | 
The diſmal Proſpect, Muſe, begin! 
Trace thro the World the various Forms of Sin; 
Explore the Slaves of impious Mirth, 
And all the ſplendid Crimes on Earth; 
The Haunts of pompous Wickednels ſurvey; 
But envy not, when You behold 
In ſhining Heaps the Miſer roll d 
And brooding der his pilſer d Gold, 
prine wha cloath'd with mw Shame defrauded Or- 


- ' of TY Ta 
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pPhans me.” 
Vain E Place 
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Place the lewd lawleſs Tyrant on the Throne, 


Prov'd by the longeſt Sword his own, 
Let his imperial Nod whole Nations awe, 
And his de ſpotic Will be Law; 
Let his dire Steel thro' honeſt Hearts be thruſt, 
While Pride and arbitrary Luft 
Give Sanction to the Blow, and doom the Mur- 


der juſt. 


III. 
Turn thine Eye, behold and ſee 
Love, and pamperd Luxury; 


gee the wanton Nymphs adyance, 
While the tuneful Strings around 
In ſmootheſt Meaſure ſweetly ſound, 
Or brisker Strains provoke the ſprightly Dance, 
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Safe from Care, from Sorrow free, 


** — — - 
— 
— — — woe — we 
— — . 


Th unwary Epicure ſupine 
Taſtes the full Pleaſures of the flowing Bowl, 
And drowns in liquid Joys his thoughtleſs Soul; 
Around 


C38] 
Around the Silver Verge the bluſhing Roſe 


Adds a new Splendor to th' impurpled Wine, 
Which with redoubled Luftre glows. . 


The treach'rous Juice excites the am'rous Fire, 


| And wakes th'unhallow'd Flames of vain Deſire; ; 
W The dlaye of Sin a vitious Ardour warms, 
5. 


- The Nye unguarded yields her conquer'd 
Charms, 


And ſinks into the Drunkard's Arms: 


The Banquet {wells with wanton Pride, 


And ev'ry pamper'd Paſſion's variouſly ſupply d. 


IV. 
Are Theſe, yain Man, the happy Souls 
Whoſe firm Delight no adverſe Star controuls ? 
Whoſe Joys miſtaken Envy views, 
And with fallacious Hope purſues ? 
No more, deluded Wretch, believe 
That Sin, tho' fair, can ne'er deceive ; 
E 2 Thou 


1 
Thou know 'ſt not what the angry Fates ordain, 
Forbidden Joys the Seeds of Woe retain, 
And ev'ry pleaſing Crime teems with vindictive 
Pain, 

A while the Meteor Pleaſure ſtrays, 

And darts around its dazling Rays, 

A while its gaudy Influence ſtfeams, 

A while the ſhort Effulgence -leams; 

But ſoon ſhall thy unclouded Sight 
View the black Sun-ſet of the treach'rous Light; 


Soon ſhall the tranſient Blaze retire, 
Sink in the Gloom of Death, and dreadfully 


expire. 


8 
When Heav'n withdraws its guardian Aid, 


Unnumber d Woes the Sinner's Breaſt invade, 
Th' Almighty waves his wrathful Wand, 


And hurls the various Vengeance from his Hand 


'Then 
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Then all the previous Ills of Fate, 


Meager Want, corroding Care, 

Anxious Grief, and deep Deſpair, 
And all the dire attendant Band, 
Which at Death's ghaſtly Portal ſtand 


In terrible Array, and take her dread Command; 
All theſe in gloomy Pomp appear, 


Round the declining Sinner grimly wait, 
And with preluding Torments doom his Exit 
near. 
The Miſer dwindles to Decay, 
The Brant totters on the Throne, 
No longer now his own, 

\nd feels of rebel Slaves th alternate Sway. 
he Libertine o'erwhelm'd by early Death 
No more enjoys the Hautboys tuneful Breath, 


onſcious he burns, he feels the Worm within, 
d; And all the penal Stings of Sin, 
For 


I. 38 1 
For Muſic's Charms the tortur d Ghoſts he heat 


Wail horrible around, and rack his tingling 
Ears. 


VI. 


As by the fatal Sickle ſhorn 

Droop the full Beauties of the waving Corn, 
Or as the Flowers of the Field 

To gloomy Night their tranſient Glories yield; 
So ſoon the gayeſt Sinners fly, 


So ſoon they languiſh, fade, and die ; 
Heav'n does ſoon its Wrath begin, 


When its reluctant Eye ſurveys their ripen'd 
Sin. 
On Earth no more their Place is found, 


But black Oblivion.and eternal Night 


Brood on the dark Vacuity around, 
And cloud the once refulgent Light. 


18 


15 


1 I 
No Spark does then appear 
To tell that once they were; 


No flatt'ring Marble can preſerve their Name, 
Nor fix it in the Rolls of Fame. 

A Place ſhall to their Relicks be deny'd, 
And Death with waſteful Triumph ride 


Oer the poor ſcomd Remains of Enyy, Luft, 
and Pride. 
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A 
PAR APHRAS EI 
| UPON THE 
Ninth Chapter of the REVELATION. 


I. 


V 3 ſtrange Emotion fires my la- 
b'ring Soul ? | 


What heav'nly Impulſe fills my ſwelling 
Veins ? 
Thro all my Limbs the riſing Horrors roll, 
And or my Breaſt the big Infuſion reigns. 
Mortals, attend ; to You, th' Event I ſhow, 


To You the memorable Waes belong ; 


Let future Times th' important Viſion know, 
Dl 


And Age to Age record the wond'rous Song, 
What I reyeal with due Obſeryance hear, 


Start at your fatal Doom, and own the conſcious 


Fear. 


* 


II. 
i faw from Heav'n a gliding Star deſcend, 
Commiſſion'd to unfold the Deep below ; 
I faw the Deep with quick Convulſions rend, 
And open wide the flaming Gulphs of Woe. 
lu: Dark'ning around a ſmould'ring Vapour broke, 
Wide thro' the Gloom the ſpiral Sulphur roſe, 


Like curling Volumes of aſcending Smoke, 

When ſome capacious Furnace darkly glows: 
Enwrapt in dusky Wreaths th expanded Night 
Gloom'd ſhadowing o'er the Skies, and yeil'd 
the fainting Light. 


III 
dudden I faw from out th' infernal Lake 
In fierce Array embattel'd Locuſts riſe, 
2 ſaw them thence their dreadful Journey take, 
* Like a black Cloud flow-moying to the Skies. 


[ F Strong 
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Strong as the War-horſe their big Forms appear d 
Pawing impatient for the martial Race; 

High on their Heads their golden Helmets reard 
Crown'd the ſtern Image of an human Face; 

Down from their golden Helms their waving Hair 


Stream'd terrible behind, and ſwam in ambient 
Air. 


IV. 
Fierce as a Flame they gleam'd along the Field, 
Their figur'd Arms were various to, behold, 
Myſterious Names were grav'd on ev'ry Shield, 


And monſtrous Forms emboſs'd the frowning 
Gold. 


Forth as they march'd a ſanguine Splendor came 
Forth from their Mouths contagious Volume; 
flow'd ; 
From their wide Noſtrills roll'd the livid Flame, 
And their ſharp Tongues with fiery Hiſſing 
glowd ; 


1 
In their ſharp Tongues two pointed Spears they 


wore, 
And in their Scorpion-Tails vindictive Poiſons 
bore. 


V. 
Where will th' important Deſolation end? 
To what fad Clime confine its waſteful Way? 
Will it againſt the Works of Nature tend ? 
The Fields, the Woods, the Rivers, or the Sea? 
Ah! no, ye blooming Offspring of the Ground, 


Your native Innocence averts the Blow 
Breathe ſtill, ye Flow'rs, nor feel the fatal 


Wound, 
Glide on, ye Streams, nor dread impending Woe; 


The Flow'rs ſhall breathe, the Streams ſhall freely 
glide, 

Till Heav'n with human Blood diſtain the riſing 
Tide. 
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VI. 
To Men alone, You impious Sons of Earth, 


Juſtly to You is lingring Vengeance come ; 


Too late Remorſe ſucceeds the Sinner's Mirth, 
When Heav'n's reluctant Wrath decrees his 


Doom. 


You, on whoſe Brows with Marks of Idols ſtain'd 
Th' unhallow'd Seals and foul Inſcriptions ſhine, 
Whoſe Hands obſcene, with Pagan Rites pro- 
phan'd, 
Fed the ſtrange Altar and polluted Shrine; 
Whoſe Brands your merited Deſtruction tell, 
Thoſe Brands of Sin and Death, of Infamy and 
Hell. 
VII. 
Sudden I ſaw a radiant Streamer move, 
With Pagan Characters emblazon'd round; 
Pleaſure, the Idol Goddeſs thron'd above 
With various Pomp the golden Enſign crown d- 
There 


1 
There ſtood the painted Forms of Crimes refin'd, 


And all the lewd Attendants of her Pride; 
Mad Mirth before, and meager Luft behind, 
The ſenſual Atheiſt, and adult'rous Bride; 
A fair Diſguiſe they wore, deform'd within 
Sate falſely-ſmiling Vice, and Death-conceiving 
Sin. 


VIII. 
hile thus I ſtood deep-muſing in my Mind, 


[ heard a Voice break thro' an angry Cloud; 
That born impetuous on the ſounding Wind 
Thus to th' infernal Legions call'd aloud ; 
ither, ye ghaſtly Inſtruments of Fate, 


ad 


Theſe my dire Foes, and this your deſtin d 
Prey ; 
heſe the juſt Vidtims of my vengeful Hate, 
Wing your ſwift Flight, and hither urge your 
Way; 


Startling 


1 
Startling they ruſh'd, and from their pois nous 
Breath 
Flaſh'd the ſulphurious Flame, and ſcatterd 


Seeds of Death. 


Te: 
Sce thro' the Land the black Battalions walk, 
Wrath and Revenge beneath their Banners lye; 


See the grim Peſtilence before them ſtalk, : 
While at her Breath the Crowds promiſcuous 
dye. | { 
Now the full Vial of Almighty Ire 3 
Streams on the World, and pours down all it 4 
Woes ; 3 
Earth, Heav'n, and Hell with mutual Rage cor 
ſpire, * 
When God deſcends to ſcourge his Rebel Fo 1 


See ſrom his Hand the flaming Vengeance hure 


Sweeps tlie devoted Earth, and wide de vours th 
World. 


A PARA 
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ESD RA &, Book II. Chap. vi. Ver. 38. 
hi 

HOU, Lord, didſt frame the ſpacious |. 
1 T Globe of Earth, 
Thy genial Word inform'd the wond'rous Birth; 
Thy quick'ning Pow'r diffoly'd th eternal Sleep, 


Piercd the ſtill Mats, and rouz d th' unactive 


Deep. | 
As yet appear'd no dawning Streaks of Light, 
But the dark Womb of uneſſential Night 
Gloom'd o'er the Void, till thy enlivening Ray 
{bone thro! thy Works, and ſpread primæ val 
Day. 


Again 
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Again thou badſt the ſoaring Splendor riſe, 

Float the mid Space, and ftream thro' parted 
Skies ; 

High at thy Word the ſoaring Splendor flew, 
Thro' the mid Skies a bright Diviſion grew ; 
Thou badſt the radiant Barrier firmly glow 
Between the Seas above and Skies below, 
In which diſpers d along the cloudy Pole 
The ſtruggling Seeds of infant Thunders roll, 
Form d by thy Hand to rend the dusky Air, n 
And raiſe the Terror of the Lightning's Glare; 


& a 


To wound the ſinful Soul with grumbling Noiſe, 
And roar the Emblem of thy angry Voice. 


Thy Word beneath the Ocean's mighty Caves N 
Drove the rude Concourſe of collected Waves, * 
4 


Aw'd by thy Pow'r th' obſequious Waters fled, 
Sunk thro' the Globe, and ſought their oO 
Bed; 39 88 : 


But 


ſe, 
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But ſoon return'd in circulating Rills, 

Guſh'd thro the Vales, and: climb'd the: lofty 
Hills; 

The lofty Hills beheld with wild Surprize, 

From Vales below afpiring Waters riſe ; 

Nor leſs with Wonder fill'd the Vales below 

View'd from the Hills the trickling Moiſture 
we” 1 tc ea 7k 

Soft from the Mountains ſtream'd the wat” ry. | 

Train, | 


And purld in gurgling Murmurs Oer the Plain. 


By Thee the tceming | Fields with genial 
Powers he 
Ualocked the infant Fragrancies of Flow'rs, 
A gay Creation ting d the ename! d Earth, 
And ſweetly ſmil'd the party- colour d Birth. 
Thou didſt the Splendor of their Beams beſtow, 
By Thee with Scents they pleaſe, with Flame 


they glow. 
G Then 


E 


Then roſe the Trees with various Beauty crowd, 


And ripen d inſtantaneous from the Ground; 


Round the tall Cedar curl'd the manWing Vine, 


Bluſh'd into Fruit, and ſpoke th inherent Wine; 
On the rough Hills appear'd a ſhady Train, 
And with a ban Pride imbrown'd the Plain, 


The gilded Orbs of Light did next ariſe, 
Glow'd from thy Hand, and ſhone in dusky 
5 Skies; 

Thou from the Force of each collected Ray 


Didſt frame the fiery Ruler of the Day; 

The Seeds of Brightneſs into Union run, 
Forar'd the vaſt Orb, and blazd into « Sun. 
Full in the Midſt the radiant Monarch ſhone, 
Imperial Glories beam'd around his T hrone; 
Unmov'd himſelf, he wonder'd to behold 
Attendant Worlds in circling Splendor roll'd ; 
By Thee ordain'd with fainter Streams of Light 


To chear the dreary Gloom, and rule the Night; 
By 


E 

By Thee the Moon, pale Delegate of Day, 
Reflective ſhone, and ſpread the borrow'd Ray; 
By Thee thoſe other Suns, each fiery Star 

Roſe high, and twinkled æmulous from far; 
Sun-like th' unſhaken Orbs diſdain'd to roll, 
And with a fix'd Effulgence throng d the Pole. 
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Married Lady 


Written in the Year, MDCCXXXII 


t 
I. 
V A Thou, O Fair One, in thy Vir. 
gin State, 


And could I flatter what T moſt revere; Li 


Could ought but Death be my unhappy Fate, N 


You then might think the Poet leſs ſincere; 
The Muſe might ſeem to plead the Lovers rh 


Cauſe, | ? 
And make Thee jealous of a juſt Applauſe. hi 


If 


E ] 
II. 


If Poet now bg too prophane a Name, 


Yet Beauty ever will the Muſe inſpire „ 
If HyMex's Laws chaſtiſe the Lover's Flame, 


What Law forbids to let a Slave admire? 
Tho awful Majeſty's enthron'd in Thee, 


Can Looks be Treaſon, where all Eyes are Free? 


. III. | 7” 
Fix d is the Sun, yet We by Native Right 
On Him at Pleaſure may a Glance employ : 
Bleſt with the Luſtre of his heav' nly Light, 
Him All admire, and All alike enjoy; 
Life is the Eſſence of his Form Divine, 


Nor can it ſure be Death to gaze on Thine. 


ie 


5 IV. 


ers Hrho He, who triumphs in thy blooming Charms, 


Muſt o'er thoſe Beauties reign withoutControul; 


ho One's unrivald in thy lovely Arms, 
Yet All may ſhare the Graces of thy Soul; 
An 


If 


— —g — 


— 72 oF * 20 — 
. —— 42 — — ͥd - — — —— —-— — — = 


4 Co, 4 wa 
— Seared Eee — 


— 
- ee te oem. 


— © nl —— —̃— 4 


Is Pin — 


L 54 ] 
An Heay'n of Virtues is that ſhining Frame, 


And ev'ry Loyer there may own his Flame, 


V. 
In vain the Sages of Pedantic Schools, 
May call it Madneſs thus to talk of Thee; 
If Beauty's nothing but the Gaze of Fools, 
Their Maſter PLaTo ſhall be Judge for me; 0 
Let Cenſure give Thee but a juſt Applauſe, 
And his own Paſſion ſhall decide the Cauſe. 


ma 
# ö 
Ty 


Would ſcornful Wiſdom, that with ſour Grimace 
Snarls at us Lovers, and the Sex Divine, Ar 


Learn to be civil to a beauteous Face, | Tt 
She'd drop her Cenſure, when ſhe look d on Fi 
Thine: An 


Then, then convinc d, ſhould erring Reaſon ſee | 
Tis Pride and Folly not to DOAT on Thee. 


ou 


"VERSES 


[Ss] 


V E R S E 8 


"UPON 


A Young Lady 


[Sick of the SMALL-POX, ' 


EE the malign envenom'd Pain 
f 8 Shoot thro' ev'ry tainted Vein! 
ce With hoſtile Force the Flames engage, 

And feed the growing Fever's Rage; 

Thro' ey'ry Part ſevere they burn, 
Fierce to aſſail the vital Urn; 

And to conſume that Heart conſpire, 


5 That glow'd with a more gen rous Fire. 


The blooming Cheek, whoſe Virgin-Roſe 
18 ould ſuch a beauteous Bluſh diſcloſe, 
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So warmly could Affection move, 
So ſweetly redden into Love; 
No more exerts its pleaſing Skill, 
No more can boaſt a Pow'r to Kill 4 
How ſoon its varying Colour flies ! 
How ſoon unſtable Beauty dies! 


Ah! how the Breaſt, that ne'er before 


— 


One Blot of foul Contagion bore ; | 
Whoſe panting Whiteneſs might declare 
Pure was the Soul that harbour'd there; 
Throbs witli a ſierce conſuming Fire, 
And heaves with Torture, not Deſire! 
Hence envious Flame, nor dare to prove 


Foe to the ſofter Flames of Love. 


Where Love and Innocence combine, 
Their Pow'r ſhall triumph over Thine, 
The Dart, that arms her ſparkling Eyes, 


Thy weaker Darts with Scorn defies ; 


Thy 


1 
Thy feebler Shaft can but controul | 
The Body : Her's command the Soul. = 


A while the languid Orbs decay, | 
The tranſient Splendors fade away ; | 
Yet tho the trickling Eyelid ſhow | | 
An Heart diffoly'd with inward Woe, 

The Nymph, that ever glow'd ſo fair, 
Shall ſcorn the Paleneſs of Deſpair ; 

A more diffuſive Influence ſhed, 

And Thouſands dye where One has bled. 


"Tis thus the Roſe and Lilly fade 
Beneath the Night's unwholeſome Shade ; 
Bat at the glad Approach of Day 
Their new enliven'd Charms diſplay ; 
Again their lovely Beauties yield, | 


And {mile with Fragrance round the Field. 
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VERSES 


Upon the DEATH 


Oy A 


Learned Young Lady. 


Heu] nimium, Virgo, nimium crudele luiſti 
Gupplicium VI XS. 


HALL Virtue unrecorded yield its Breath? 
Shall blooming Beauty lie deform'd by 
Death ? 
Riſe Thou, my Muſe, and o'er her virgin Herſe 
Pay the laſt Friendſhip of memorial Verſe ; 


Let Merit triumph o'er the envious Grave, 


And Truth commend what Science wiſh'd to ſave. 


When pale Diſeaſe ſome vulgar Form invades, 


And adds the vile Plebeian to the Shades p 


Few 


L 7 
Few are the Tears that grace th' unheeded Urn, 
The obvious Stroke forbids us long to mourn ; 
But oh! when riſing Virtue is the Prize, 
When Beauty falls, or infant Glory dies; 
Tears then have Tongues, and ſpeaking Sorrows 
ſhow 


That, not to own our Grief, is not to know. 


How well, Fair Shade, did thy auſpicious Ray 
Dawn into Life, and promiſe perfe& Day ! : 
Rapt into future Joys our diſtant Sight 
Views the full Splendor of maturer Light; 
Our Hopes enlarg'd the Viſion of our Eye, * 
And imag d ſomething too ſublime to dye; 

But ah! how ſoon deluſive Glory fades! 
How ſoon the tranſient Phantom joins the Shades ! 


In vain we mourn our Impotence of Skill, 


Condemn our Conduct, or arraign our Will : 


H 32 And 


L 50 |] 
And grieve refleQive Anguiſh makes us ſee 


That al, we fancy d Chance, was doom d to be. 


Shall Verſe to Thee its tune ful Aid reſuſe? 
Thee late the Muſe's Friend, thy ſelf a Muſe. 


Thy ſoaring Thought a manly Warmth confeſt, 


Rowe's antient Style inform'd thy vig' 


Breaſt ; 
Thy blooming Bays diffus d a lively Grace, 
Fair as the Roſes that adorn'd thy Face; 


What tho' thy Charms a fatal Influence ſhed, 


Tho by thy Eyes a thouſand Lovers bled ; 


Yet oer thy Slaves a gen'rous Tear diftill'd, 
Thy Verſe ennobled whom thy Beauty Kkill'd, 


FOUS 


——— 


Tm * On 


Had Fate relenting ſpar'd thy lovely Frame, 


Nor Heay'n recall'd its miniſterial Flame, 
Then had we ſeen thy nuptial Glory ſhine, 
Thy Virtues imag'd in a Face like Thine; 


But 


ne, 


But 


| 1 
But while thy Soul an honeſt Flame confeſt, 


F'er Hy MeN's Torch was kindled in thy Breaſt ; 
Death grimly ſmiling on thy ripen'd Charms 


| Snatch'd Thee to his inhoſpitable Arms; 
| With Thee ſubdu'd our future Hopes we ſee, 
| Love, Beauty, Wit, and All that pleas d, in Thee. 


So when the Sun diſplays his trembling Beams 


Oer the ſmooth Wave, and gilds the limpid 


Streams, 
Reflecting Proſpects on the Water glide, 
And Silvan Scenes float various with the Tide; 
But if an angry Storm involve the Skies, 
Swift from our Sight the gay Deluſion flies, 
And all confus d the airy Viſion dies. 


. 


PPV 
* 


* 


TA 


6 
hn | 


THE 4 

= | T 

Houſe of the God of War 
TRANSLATED 


From the Seventh Book 


O F 


STATIUS's Thebais 


M OUNT HMO 8 Sides the dreadful p 
h 

Pile ſurround, | 
Worthy the Site and Genius of the Ground z 
n 


Steel did the Structure of the Dome compoſe, 
Steel were the Sides, and Steel the Portal roſe. 
Strong from the Walls the fierce Effulgence 
A | 
And checks the feebler Sun's recoiling Rays. 
| Firſt 


C7. 632 ] 
Firſt daring Rapine in the Front appears, 
Cloak'd Treaſon, Anger red, and pallid Fears; 
The Traytor-Friend a lurking Dagger wore, 
And Diſcord's Hand the Sword of Variance 


bore ; 


Unnumber'd Terrors menac'd loud within, 

Rough the dire Noiſe, and clatt'ring was the Din. 

Right in the Midſt diſtreſt Misfortune ſtood, 

uud laughing Madneſs, and Death grim with 
Blood. 

he Gore of Armies round the Altar flows, 

he hallow'd Flame from burning Cities glows. 

he Dome's high Top the Spoils of Nation's 
grace, 

nd form the vaulted Sculpture of the Place; 

he Wrecks of Ships, the Cars of ſhatter'd Steel, 

nd their dead Maſter cruſh'd beneath the Wheel. 

[ounds ran with Blood, and Battel ſeem'd to ſtare, 


nce 


n Sighs and Groans were almoſt imag'd there; 
Amidſt 


rſt 
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The ſurly genuine Frown confeſt the God; 
Such did the warrior Image gruffly low'r, 
Such ſtood the ſtern Effect of VuLcan's Pow'r.. 
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THE, 


_ of the Gol if SLEEP; . 


F R O M THE, 


Tenth Book of STAT'IU8's TugBars. // 

| B EYON Dinh Maples. cf the Weſtern. 
2 *Mobxs, D 23} Ivar i 

Where ling ring Fogs obſcure the fickly Shores, 

Stands a dull Groye; no ſubtle Beams of Light 

Pierce the thick Derkneſß of the impervious 
Night; . 15 rol "if 

A Den beneath, which "WM Rocks ſurround, - 

Yawns thro' a Hill within the cayern'd Ground 3 

Here lazy Nature Sleep's Aſylum choſe, 

And fix d th eternal Manſions of Repoſe. 

Noth and Oblivion, idle Siſters, wait 


E 


Before the Entrance of the ſacred Gate s 
I Silence 
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Silence far off repels th' intruding Breeze, 
And ſtills the chatt'itig Birds and ruftling Trees 
Not all the Roaring of the boiling Deep, 
Or Thunder's Rage diſturb the peaceful Sleep. 
A Stream along the Cavern's rocky Sides, 
Without one gurgling Nurmur, ſmoothly glides; 
Round lie the ſable Herds, and all around 
A blighting Vapour ſteaming from the Ground 
Wide o'er the Cave its drowzy Influence pours, 
Withers the Infant Herb, and blafts' the- rifing 

Flow'rs. | 
Within the dewy Grot a Couch was fpread, 
Where free from Care the God ſupine was laid, 
And drooping Poppics fided round his Head. 
Beneath his lazy Limbs the Carpets ſweat, 
Slow from his Mouth exhales a fuftry Heat: 
His Hair diſhevel'd by this Hard is born, 
While that droops down unmindful of the Hori, 
A 


A Train of Dreams, Night's black Attendanys, 
Hang on the Walls, or flutter round the Gate; 
Theſe the gay Shape of flatt ring Pleaſures wear, 
n thoſe the ſullen Viſage of Deſpair, 4 
Some true, ſome falſe, in various Forms appeaf! 
np farce breaking thro che genuine 


Gloom, 


atters a dubious Glimm' ring round the Room; 
he trembling Rays a feeble Gleam diſcloſe, 
Then ſink expiring, and invite Repoſe. 


I 3 CUPID's 


- 1 * — 


[ 68 1 
CU PI D' Revenge. 


I. 
N 7 IT H blubber'd Cheeks and Eyes di 
ſolv'd in Tears, 
To Beauty's 'Throne the Son of Venus Came 
The frighted Parent ſoon diſclos d her Fears, 


And trembling, thus began the anxious Dane 


Ceaſe with thy Tears to move the Source d 


mine, 
Nor let this Cloud of Woe obſcure thi | 
Charms; F ; 
Prone on my Breaft thy drooping Head recline 
And calm theſe Sorrows in thy Parent's Arn c 


Al 


[ 69 ] N 


III. 
. Ah! whence the Pain that rack thy bleeding 
Heart ? 
Ah! now too well the fatal Cauſe I 3 


Thy idle Quiver lies without a Dart, ; 
Some treach'rous Virgin has diſarm'd thy Bow. 


n Iv. 
But ſay what Rebel to our ſacred Name 


ime Could ſuch a Pitch of lawleſs Pride inſpire, 
To rob the Son of Love's Imperial Danie, 


And aim thoſe Darts that ſet the World on 
Fire. 27 ITE, 
V. 
With Shame reply'd the filial Pow'r of Love, 


CLARINDA'S Hand the glorious Theft main- 


* 


tains, 
CLaxIxDA's Shafts like keeneſt Light ning rove, 
And proudly triumph o'er a World in Chains. 
VI. 


| 
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VL 
Is ſhe the Thief, the Queen of Beauty ſaid ? 
Soon ſhall her Heart the penal Vengeance | | 
Pore; 
My fov'reign-Pow'r ſhall quell that haughty 
Maid, 582475 
Who plays ſo idly with the Darts of Love. 


8 4 

Then from her Side a lead * hs drew 3 
Smil'd the Wing d God, while, With. an ang 
Sprung the fierce Arrow from the bending Yew, 
And in CLaxinp4's Heart infix'd a Wound. 


VIII. | 
The Gods averſe CLARINDA' „Hopes deſtroy, ; 
When Lovers woo, the ſcornful Prude denies; || 
She gains a Conqueſt. which ſhe can't enjoy, 
And her Pride ſaves the Victims of hen Eyes. 
A 


Hue and Cry after CUPID; 
| Tranſlated from the Greek of MOSCHUS. = 


N 
(; PID was loſt; his ttembling Parent 
While down her Cheeks diſti the pearly Dews, 
ho firſt cath tell where wand ring Cupid lies 
A Kiſs of Venus ſhall reward the News. 


e 


1. 

Nad if the Stranger not inquire in vain, 

But bring the filial Wand'rer to my Arms, 
ie ſwceteſt Kiſs he ſhall not only gain, 


3H — | 22 
ut reap the Favours of ſuperior Charms. 


The 
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III. 
The Form of Cupid 1 is of ſanguine Hue, 
His plowing Eyes a ſparkling Flame impart; 
His T ongue is {moother than the Honey Dew, 


But far at Variance are his Words and Heart 


* 


IV. 

When in his Boſom reigns the boiling Ire, 
Fierce is his Rage, and watchful to deſtroy; 
Fraud and Revenge his ſavage Breaſt inſpire, 

And in Man's Ruin ſports th' inſidious Boy, 


"M 
Curl'd are his Locks, his Face diſguis o with Art; 
Small is his Hand, but from the ſounding 


String ; 
Shoots with fierce Aim the br deten Dart 


Twang! thro' the Breaſt of Hell's infernal i |} 
King, 18 1 


% His 


. 


His 


T3 3 


VI. 
His Body naked, cloſe conceal'd his Mind, 
Fleet as a Bird the wing d Deluder ſtrays, 
He perches on the Hearts of all Mankind, 
And o'er their Breaſts the little Tyrant plays. 


VII. 
His artful Hand ſuſtains a ſlender Bow, 
Swift from the String the bounding Arrows 
rove; 
Small are the Shafts, but with a fatal Blow 
Pierce thro the Skies, and reach the Throne 
of Jove. 
VIII. 
A Golden Quiver o'er his Arms depends, 
But ſtor d within with many a deadly Dart; 
At Me full oft the treach'rons Bow he bends, 
And dares to wound his am'rous Parent's 


Heart. 
" 


K 


t 74 1 
IX. 
A Torch he bears ſevere to mortal Sight, 
Malignant glows the unrelenting Ray; 
Spreads o'er the World an ardent Blaze of Light, 
And ſets on Fire the radiant Pow'r of Day. 


X. 
Where er you find him, ſcourge the faithleſs Boy, 
Tho bath'd in Grief his beauteous Form ap- 
pears; 
Let not his Grief your pitying Heart decoy; 
Nor truſt the dang rous Eloquence of Tears 


XI. 
But bind him faſt, if cer the Urchin ſmiles, 
Nor from his Lips receive the roſy Bliſs : 
Within his Lips are hid deſtructive Wiles, ' 
And Death in Ambuſh poiſons ey'ry Kits, 


XII. 


C 38-1 
XII. 
If 1aſt he offers to reſign his Darts, 
And yield thoſe Arms that kindle Loye's 
Deſire ; | 
With brave Diſdain reſiſt his treach'rous Arts, 
Falſe are his Gifts, his Shafts are tipt with 


Fire. 


Vita per Te longa, Ars brevis. 


ALL, facred Artiſt! what cnlivening 

H Skill 

Flows from thy Hand, and arms each quick ning I 
Pill! 

Nature her ſelf perceives the glad Surprize, 

And views Thee here her great Vicegerent riſe. 

In vain Deſtruction arms her ghaſtly Train, 


Pale Sickneſs, pining Heats, and frantic Pain ; 
Thy ſtronger Arts the ghaſtly Train withſtand, 


And mock the Rage of Death's deluded Hand; 
Vex'd at thy Skill a new Revenge ſhe trics, 
And ſounds the Trump of Variance thro the 


Skies ; By; 
Then like the Vultur haunts th embattel'd Plain She 


Feeds on the mangled Carnage of the Slain ; 
Or 


un, 


* ] 
Or graſps the Prey that treach'rous Arts afford, 


Aims the Thief's Gun, and wields the Murd'rer's 


Sword. 


Strange Pow'r, that thus each fleeting Form 


can ſave, 


Vie with Creation, and elude the Grave! 

| Sce the fond Youth implores thy guardian Aid, 
| Death's envious Hand demands ſome ſickly Maid; 
When lo ! thy Arts relieve the am'rous Boy, 
And teach th' enliven'd Beauty to deſtroy ; 


Revive the Charms that youthful Hearts enſnare, 
And bid the Nymph be fatal as ſhe's fair. 


What Muſe ſhall now in plaintive Numbers 
tell 
How ſweet the Lady liv'd, how ſoon ſhe fell? 
What ſighing Lover oer Belindg's Herſe 
peak the ſoft Sorrow and Sepulchral Verſe? 
| | Thy 


Ms... 


Thy Arts forbid. us to inſcribe the Urn, | 
X 


And Elegy by Thee forgets to mourn. 


How pleas'd are we to trace thro' ey'ry Part 


The ſecret Syſtems of thy various Art; 
Each Embrio Atom curiouſly to ſcan, 
And view the dawning Miniature of Man; 


How from the Maſs, which genial Seeds compoſe, 
The Spark of Infant Entity aroſe ; 

That ſweetly thence it's gradual Beauty took, 
Bloom'd into Charms and form'd a C:elia's Look; 
Or how thy Hand protects the Fair from Tll, 


How each Diſtemper owns thy ſov'reign Skill; 
Tho ſhort's the Period of our mortal Breath, 
You thin the Triumphs of Diſeaſe and Death. 


Pale at thy View the Deluge Dropſy ſtood, 
Ebb'd at thy Call, and ſhrunk its leſſ ning 
Flood; 


Smoothly 


11 
emoothly you bade the liquid Pains eſcape, 
And the rude-Maſs emaciate into Shape ; 


\wd by thy Voice the trembling Aone flies, 
t thy Command its various Poiſon dies; 


o more our Veins the boiling Torrent know, 
zut with falubrious Calmneſs gently glow. 


Green-Sickneſs bluſh'd, her ſanguine Looks 
proclaim 
he active Blood rekindling into Flame; 
he conſcious Maid with native Beauty gay 
iews her new Charms in bright Confuſion 
b play; 
i Who mimic Arts refle& a borrow'd Grace, 
inge the dead Paleneſs, and diſguiſe her Face; 
ie purple Streams a genuine Bluſh diſcloſe, 
| the true Crimſon ſpeaks th' inherent Roſe. 


His 


* 
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| His Marble Nymph thus griey'd Pygmalin 
view'd, 

Cold, lifeleſs, pale, the mute Creation food 

Venus beheld the ſuppliant Boy's Diſtreſs, 

And crown'd his Labours with the wiſh'd Sus 


cels ; 
She bade the vital Pow'rs exert their Strife, 
And warm cach varied Atom into Lite ; : 
Tb enliven'd Stone confeſt the Cyprian Pani 
Felt the ſoſt Paſſion, and imbib'd the Flame, 


UL @ 


EPIGRAM 
| FROM THE _ 


4 


See the Bard's extended Noſe appegc, 
The Herald to proclaim Himſelf is near; 


S 


He'll come, let's ſtay a while, for I ſuppoſe 
He's not above a Mile behind his Noſe, 
To view his Giant Noſe is all we can, 


Mount yonder Hill, you'll ſee the Pigmy Man. 


\ 


L BUCHAN AN's 
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BU CHAN AN's 
Epigram to NE A KA 


IMITATED. 


\ 8 when ſome cruel Virgin's Pow'r 
| Tears from its Stem the ſprightly Flow', 
Scorch'd by the Sun's attracting Fires 


Sudden the tranſient Bloom retires, 
And all its fragrant Soul expires : 
Thus, Chloe, when thy beauteous Ray 
Does o'er my dazled Eyeballs play; 


Qualiter ad Solem foliis morientibus arent 
Candida virgined Lilia ſecta manu; 
Paulatim lento ſic maceror igue, Neæra, 


Ut primum radii ms tetigere tui. 
Sudden 


I 


11 
Sudden my vital Springs depart, 
And Calentures conſume my Heart; 
An Emblem of the Flow'r I lie; 
I burn, I languiſh, faint, and die. 


But when thy roſy Lips beſtow 
The Charms which there can only glow, 
I too a mutual Ardour boaſt, 
Thy balmy Breath recalls my Ghoſt ; i | 
My Heart returns, my Eyes revive, 
And tell thee, Fair One, I'm alive. 


At mihi dum roſeis tractim das oſcula labris, 
Sentit & attactus debilis umbra tuos; 
Mens redit, & vigor igneſcit, velut berba ro- 
ſurgit, 


Cum levis arentem recreat imber humum. 


Y 2 Since 
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Since then You thus command my Breath, 
Sole Arbitreſs of Liſe and Death; 
Bid all your Beauties dart Diſeaſe, 
Vex, torture, kill me as you pleaſe; 


But as you kill, aſſuage my Pain, 
And kiſs me into Life again: 
For ſince you thus your Lips employ 


To ſave the Man your Eyes deſtroy, 
III freely like the Flow'r decay, F 


And die a hundred times a Day. 


Ergo quando oculis percuntem me ofcula ſanant, 
Et mea in arbitrio vitaque mor {que tho oft 
Perde, neca, ut viſum eſt : ſed dum peres, of: 
cula junge, N 


Sepe ut fic vivam, ic volo ſepe mori. 


AN 


* 
> 
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AN 


IE P 1 ONE * E 


TO A 


PAINTER, 
Occaſioned by he 


Marriage of the Honourable Mrs * * #, 


() Thou, whoſe Hand recording Paint ſup- 
plies, 

Whoſe Colours bloom when feeble Nature dies; 

Whether thy Art th enliven'd Canyas grace, 


And ſhine creative in ſome be auteous Face; 


Or if thy Hand ſome Hero's Deeds recall, 


Where the free Stroke imprints thy Hiſtoric Wall; 


Riſe in thy Strength, exert a nobler Part, 
Illuſtrious * * & claims a Raphact's Art; 


In 
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In breathing Paint her nuptial Scene unfold; ._ 
And image Glories that can ſcarce be told ; 
O'er the fair Pings a genuine Warmth diffuſe, WM 
And dutcous thus attend th' inſtructive Muſe, | 


Firſt let thy Hand uprear a pompous Dome, 
Scene of Delight, and Wonders yet to come; [ 


Let Iris tinge the various Arch above, 

And the bright Cieling glow with pictur d Love; 
Around the Walls emblaz d with laſting Flames 
Draw the rich Enſigns of victorious Dames; 
Let Angel-Cupids with protecting Pow'r 
Watch o'er the Columns of the Myſtic Bow'r ; 
In Silver Plumes their Guardian-Wings unfold, 


| 
] 
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Or round the Gate expand their waving Gold. 


High in the Centre of a proud Alcove II. 
In heav'nly Dies enthrone the Queen of Love; 
Fair as when firſt th' Imperial Beauty ſtood 
Rear'd on the Wayes, and grac'd the teeming 

Flood. Let 


ul 
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Let Virgin-Nymphs in Shades contrafted play, 


Fade in her Blaze, and own th' Immortal Ray; 
Let courtly Youths with blooming Airs be ſeen, 
And filial Loves glow round their Parent Queen. 


Then, if thou darſt Salmoneus like aſpire, 
And ſtrive to paint Inimitable Fire, 
Near to her Throne adorn'd with Beauty's Pride, 
; let men's Hand conduct th Illuſtrious Bride; 
S charms thro her Pace ineffable muſt glow, 
And Love himſelf th' immortal Airs beſtow ; 
But ah ! what Frailties to our Arts belong! 
How COy is Beauty that has Charms too ſtrong! q 
n! let thy Hand the fading Tincture ſpare, 
Nor vainly wiſh to form Perfection there; 
dhe on her Race that Image muſt confer, 
ind teem with Beauties that can rival Her. 
+ | 
Juſt may thy Hand to other Forms be found, 
ung nd group the Tutelary Graces round; 
Let 


Draw 
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Draw Kindred V7rtue in the nobleſt Part, 
Known by her Emblem an untainted Heart; 
Prudential Care that guards the juſt Affairs, 
And decent Pride that ſcorns Plebeian Airs z 
Truth with Good-Nature in the Piece diſplay, 
Senſe without Noiſe, and Wit with Breeding 


Say. 


Plac'd at her Side in ſprightly Colours frame 
A Hero worthy of 1o fair a Dame ; 
Brave and Majeſtic let his Form ariſe, 
Youth in his Face, and Vigour in his Eyes, 
The manly Graces muſt ſurround their Lord; 
Let Courage here diſcreetly wave the Sword; 
Bid Learning next adorn the Hero's Side, 
Each various Science, but without its Pride ; 
Let Honour too his juſt Diſtinction hold, 
Fame lead the Muſe, and Health attend in Gold 


Hark 


« 
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Hark! from the Piece i imagin 'd Accents break, 


Thy Venus lives, the Goddeſs ſcems to ſpeak, 
« All Hail, illuſtrious Pair, whoſe Hearts ap- 


prove 


« Connubial Rites, and j join in Bands of Loye; 
« Thou blooming Virgin, whoſe celeſtial Charms 


Glow with Deſire to crown that Hero's Arms; 


« Shall teem luxuriant with a num'rous Race 


Brave as his Vigour, beauteous as thy Face; 

* Fate mal improve the Flames which Love 

begun, | 

And the fair Series in long Order run; 

No more theſe Eyes ſhall fatal Beams diſplay, 

« No more like Comets glare a dang” tous Ray; 

* From hence their friendly Orbs ſhall bleſs the 
Sight, | 

And ſhine propitious as the Pow! r of Light; 


zold. 


ark 
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T hy Love ſhall now its genial Warmth em. 
ploy, 71 | 
« And fill that World thy Eyes did once de- 
ſtroy. +4 


See, Painter, ſee what laſting Glories ſhine 
Fix'd on the Race of * * *'s princely Line ; 
Succeeding Years their genuine Chirnis ſhall 

| know, 
And each fair Image in thy Tinctures glow ; 
Thee like a God attendant Beauties raiſe, 
Thy own Creation ſpeaks its Author's Praiſe. 
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A Fine raw 


[ ran ſlated from the Greek. | 


57 TURNIA's Eyes in Thee divinely 
meet 

With Pallas Hands, and Thetis' Silver Feet; 

Thy beautegus Form the Breaſts of Venus grace: 

And bleſt is He, who. ices thy lovely Face; 

Who hears Thee ſpeak, enjoys. 4 nobler Bliſs; 

Who from thy Lips obtains a roſy Kiſs, 

In Pleaſure vies with Demi-Gods aboye: 

But'He who weds Thee is Immortal Jove. 
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RE SY 
Imitated from AURATUS 


EAR me, ye propitious Pow'rs, 
B Bear me to Neptune's watry Bow'rs, 
To Heaven above, or Hell below, 
Beyond the Reach of Cupid's Bow; 

Bear me, ye Gods — no Matter where, 


So Love be but a Stranger there. 


While thus deſpairing Srephon cry'd, 


A laughing Cupid ſoon reply'd, 

And doſt thou not believe, ſaid He, 

That all Things are ſubdu d by Me? 

That Earth and Ocean, Heav'n and Hell | 
Obey my all-commanding Spell ? 8 
Great 7ove has felt a Lover's Flame, 

| And languiſh'd for a Mortal Dame; 


4 
In yain the azure God of Seas 


Amidſt his Waters hopes for Eaſe , 
Thoſe Waters I to Flames can turn, 
And teach his frozen Heart to burn. | 


Not Pluto ſelf can ward the Blow, 
When to his Shades I bend my Bow, 


Tho Death relentleſs yields to None, 
And all its Terrors guard his Throne. 


Give me my Chains, reply'd the Swain, 
With Joy TII bear the ſharpeſt Pain, 
Chearful forget the tingling Smart, 

And in that Triumph be .a Part, 

Where All ſubmit to thy Decree, 

Where captive Gods attend on 'Thee ; 

he Gods themſelyes are Slaves to Love, 
And Beauty rules the Tyrant Fove. 
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FROM THE 


Greek of A L'C MUS 


77 


8. . 

H OW vain the Man, whoſe feeble Mind 
Gives way to fretful Care; 

From Sorrow hopes Relief to find, I 


And Comfort from Deſpair ! 


II. 


Tis Wine alone that can redreſs 
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The Torments we endure ; 
A gen'rous Foe to all Diftreſs 

To ev'ry Pain a Cure. 

| III 

Bacchus, the ſureſt Friend of Love, | 

A Friend to Man is found ; 
The fame that points the Dart will prove 0 

A Balſam to the Wound. wot 
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UPON 
M HOUSE 
Which Mabilio bought. 


TRANSLATED from the L IT IN. 


Miſer of no yulgar Mold, 

Who ſtarv'd himſelf to fave his Gold, 
mbark d at laſt in Charon's Boat, 

nd left Mabilio ev'ry Groat ; 


i 


drunken, roaring, rakiſh Knight, 
louſy, lewd, luxurious Wight, 


batter d Beau, immers d in Vice, 


arrant Slave to- Cards and Dice, 

ho with Drink, Gluttony, and Whores, 
unn'd in one Day his Father's Stores. 

Thus having near conſum d his Pelf 

morſe ſoon whiſper'd — Mind thy ſelf : 

)N And 
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And with due Care ſome Portion lay 
In hoard againſt an Evil Day. 


As thus his grave Reflection wrought 
The Carcaſe of an Houſe he bought, 
Ofergrown with Nettles, Weeds and Brakes, 
Inhabited by Toads and Snakes; 

The Haunt of all unſocial Fowls, 

The darkling Cell of Bats and Owls; 
A common Shoar, the noted Place 

Of Eaſement for the Strolling Race; 
Where crouchen oft beneath the Shade 
The Beggar's Brat, and Tinker's Jade; 
Where cloſe within the Walls confin d 
Grim Aul jails the ſaucy Wind; 
Where Tantalus would grieve to dwell, 
He'd think it worſe by half than Hell. 


'Tis ſure Mabilio ne er can ſpend it, 
"Can neither fell, nor lett, nor lend it, 


ESSE 
Nor can he give his Houſe away, 


'Tis his for ever and for aye. 


Mabilio now may drink and game, 
Mabilio will be ſtill the fame! 
Now let him ſpend, for all allow 
He never can be poorer now; 
Full happy is Mabilid's Fate, 
This Purchaſe is a fd Eſtate. 
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HORTENSIUS 


AND * 
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The Power of Deſtiny. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Silvia being ſoon to be married to Hortenſius 
had dreſt her ſelf to recerve a Viſit from her 
intended Spouſe , being dreſt ſhe turned to view 
her ſelf in the Glaſs, when, her Foot flipping, 
ſhe fell; and ſtriking the Side of her Head again 
the Edge of a Bureau, was killed upon the Spot. 


V 7 HERE ſtand the Tow'rs renown'd | 
by ancient Fame, eth got P 


| And the Dome fiered to the Martyr's Nate, 4 
To rev'rend * Alban from whoſe glorions Wound T 
True Chriſtian Blood firſt 'Rain'd the Britiſ IN 


Ground; —-, , 4 Ar 
c 
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Saint Alban the firſt Britih Marty? ſuffered Death in the Tenth 
General Perſecution, in the Reign of the Emperor Dioclſian. See 
Bede's Eccleſiaſtical Hiftory of the Angle: Samens, Book I. Chap. vil 
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The lovely Silvia claim d her natiy Place, 
Nor high her Birth, nor yet of * * Race; 
No rich Atchievements crown'd her Father's Hall, 
Nor ſculptur d Arms emboſs'd the ſtory'd W all ; 
No glitt'ring Veſſels form'd of antique Mold 
Blaz d 0 er the Dome, or roſe in figur Fd Gold z 
vet free OM Faction and domeſtic ok ; 
Calm and ſerene appear'd his Stream of Life; 
Wich frugal Splendor ran the cheerful Tide, 
And Plenty flow d without the Pomp of Pride. 
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Mt, Could Poets write with ſuch a matchleſs Grace, 
rd A that which reign'd in Sidi s heay'nly Face; 
perfection then would glow in ev'ry Line, © 
And Verſe might form an Image all Divine: 
The Stars of Beauty crown d her Natal Day 
With the kind Influence of the brighteſt Ray; 
And to adorn the nobleſt Gifts of Love 

Came the fair* * Daughter and che * Queen of Jove. 


im a 
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vs Palla. and Juno. q 6% 
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From Stains cf Vice her curious Form refin'd, 
With virtuous Arts enrich'd her ſprightly Mind; 
As Years increas d, the Youths enamour'd grew, 
And Love Rill follow'd where her Beauty flew; 
All Hearts ſhe raviſh'd, and each Kkindling Swain 
With her loud Fame inſpir'd the vocal Plain, 


South of the Region near the lofty Tow' rs, 
Where proud * 4ugu/?a rears her ſtately Pow'r, 
Hortenſius liv'd, ſo call the Lover's Name 
Whoſe Heart was worthy of the faireſt Dame; 
Vers d in the Science of the Planter's T oil, 
With careful Hand he turn'd the fertile Soil, 


That ſtretch'd beneath a ſmooth declining Hill, N 
Ye 


| 


Low at whoſe Foot there ran a gurgling Rill; 
The Silver Stream in ſhining Volumes roll'd, ' Dy 
And gently murmur'd o'er the Sands of Gold. 
High on its Bank the Trees of various Kind 
Form d a ſtrong Barrier to the wintry Wind; 
Here 
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Here ſpreading Elm, and conic Cypreſs ſtood, 


And the tall Oak, the Glory of the Wood. 
Around the fair Expanſe in Order grew, 
The guardian Holly, and the tonſile Lew; 


The Laurel, once a Maid, by Jove's Decree 
For ſlighted Love transform d into a Tree; 
Unnumber'd Plants adorn'd the fertile Land, 
And roſe beneath the Culture of his Hand ; 
he teeming Seeds diſclos d a genial Pow'r, 


Swell'd into Fruit, or whiten'd in a Flow'r, 


Free as the lordly Parent of Mankind, 
With Thought ſerene, and Innocence of Mind, 
u, Mricnus paſt the youthful Hours of Life, 


Yet ſeem'd to want that Comfort call'd a Wire. 
But conſcious of the fatal Winds that rove 
Fierce and auſtere along the Coaſt of Love, 

he tranſient Calm, the Rill-inconſtant Ray, 
ind the wild Chance of Hyment's various Day; 


7 


Tere 


Far 
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Far from the ſtormy Scene the Youth withdrew 
Where ſtill the Wrecks of Wretches roſe in View 
Maids en at Will ſuborn a flatt ring Grace, 
'Tis all ſerene in their inſidious Face; 
The Siren's Brow uſurps a ſmooth Diſguiſe, 
Till in her Graſp ſhe hugs the captive Prize; 
And while her Snares the pining Slave detain, 


Smiles on her Conqueſt, and enjoys his Pain, 


So where the Caſtle of enchanted Mold 5 


Stands on the Green, uprear d with beamy Gold; 
The Sorc reſs oft deludes th unwary Knight, 
Her beauteous Damſels riſe before his Sight; 
The viſionary Heirs of Lords or Kings * 


Tune tlie ſoft N otes, and fats the Silver String 
Entranc d he ſinks beneath their fancy d Charmy 


And the falſe Muſick lulls him 3 in their Arms; 


Till wakd too late he finds the fatal Spell, 


And round him ſees the hideous Race of Hell; 


\\G | 127 


Her 
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ere fierce Chimera wide expands her Jaws, 
here the fell Harpy points her griping Claws; 
he Corgon's Head her hiſſing Serpents rears, 
nd the loud Furies ſcream around his Ears. 


Twas hence his Soul repel d the Loyer's 
F ame, 

und ſtood the Shock of many a ſprightly Dame; 

he Charms of Nature, and the Pomp of Art 


3 


aſt like a Viſion o'er his careleſs Heart, 
Wil S/ vis Glance inftill'd the warm Deſire, 
12 Ind in his Soul awak'd the gen'rous Fire. 


or ask, O Fair One, whence with Pow'r confeſt | 
hot the quick Flame around his kindling Breaſt; 
we You not ſeen the Lightning 8 pointed Ray 
weep all that comes within its fatal Way! Jp 
en while it ſhoots Deſtruction from the Skies, 


ew in that Flame an Emblem of your Eyes; „ 
o keen a Shaft pervades the wounded Sight, 


Nhen Sylvia blazes in her beauteous Light, 


Her Some 
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Some Youth muſt ſure the pining Victim be, 


And think, oh! think Horten/ius dies for Thee, 


* Were it that Chance the lucky Hour ſup- 
ply'd, 

Or ſemblant Nature had their Hearts ally C 
Or by the Influence of the Stars above 
The youthful Pair were born to mutual Loye; 
Whatever Ws the Cauſe, the raptur'd Dame 
Swift thro' her Soul imbib'd the kindling Plan: I 
Her yarying Looks the Pow'r of Love confeſ | 
And the ſoft Paſſion play'd around her Breaſt; 
She view'd Hortenſius as deſign d by Fate 
With Joy ſincere to crown the N aptial State 
The deſtin d Lover whom the Gods had cho 


In her bleſt Arms to fie his glad Repoſc. 


For tho her Heart to gen rous Love inclin d, 


Yet cautious Prudence ever ſway d her Mind; 
Na 


® Imitation of Chaucer 3 ſee the Merchants Tale, Lint 75 


* 
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Nor would ſhe quit the Virgin Joys of Life 
„ Lo wear the Chains that load a ſervile Wiſe, 
To fit the Slave of one Imperious Lord, 

And watch obſervant of his captious Word, 
Aw'd by his Frown, and trembling at his Nod, 
When, Tyrant-like, the Man affects the God. 
For what tho Cuſtom, ſince the World bans, 
Has boldly fix'd the ſov'reign Pow'r in Man; 


up. 


And tho the Salicł Lay: with wondrous Art 
Curbs the ſtrong Pulſe of many a Lady's Heart; 
Let 'tis a Maxim all the World — 
That laſting Friendſhip ſprings from mutual 
Love 8 
ate; he gentle God no ſettled Manſion finds | 
fe Irhere Thirſt of Rule divides imperious Minds. 
his knew Hortenſius, and its Pow'r confeſt, 
nd, Wi Golden Mean inſpir d his gen'rous Breaft ; 
We view'd with Hate the Tyrant o'er his Wife, 


hut then he ſcorn'd a tame uxorious Life ; 


O Where 
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Where the Wife's Pleaſure is the Husband'sPain, 

And the meek Wretch muſt drag th' uneaſy 

Chain; | 

Yet hide his Grief beneath a chearful Form, 

And always fondle, when he dreads a Storm; 

Curs'd is the Man with ſuch a haughty Bride, 

Whoſe Looks are dark'ned with Diſdain and 
Pride: 

But S] heay'nly Brow was all ſerene, 

No ſullen Gloom o'ercaft the ſplendid Scene, 

Love ſmil'd around her with his gentle Ray, 

And in her Face 'twas all unclouded Day. 


Oſt had they met within a cloſe Alcove, 
And interchang'd the chaſte Diſcourſe of Love; 
But oft Hortenſius, tho by Love inſpir d, 
To the ſweet Labours of his Charge retir'd, My; 


Where ev'ry Flow'r that roſe with brighter Nan 


Grace, 


Wak'd in his Mind the Charms of S;jlvia's Face; 


From 


4&1] 
From all the Scene ſome fair Reſemblance came, 
And till in Thought appear d the lovely Dame. 
As the ſmooth Mirror, when the glitt'ring Maſs 
Of the Sun's Beams ſurrounds the poliſh'd Glaſs, 
Full on the Sight reflects the dazling Ray, 


And throws remote the glaring Orb of Day; 
Thus, tho' at Diſtance, by the Fancy's Aid 
Roſe the lov'd Image of the beauteous Maid. 
Then, as the various Joys he left behind, 
'ow'd in his Wiſh, and fill'd his anxious Mind; 
Swift to his Desk the Youth enamour'd flew, 


An] the fair Lines inſcrib'd to via drew: 


His Pen he borrow'd from the Paphian Dove, 


hat draws the Chariot of the Queen of Love, 
he Guardian-Bird of Beauty's fav'rite Iſle, 

nd Love himſelf compos'd the courtly Stile, 
Which ſoon the flecteſt Page of Cupid's Band 


ter apt thro! the Air, and gave to S//via's Hand; 


ſe; 


O2 here, 


ace; 


rom 
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Where, as the Nymph with modeſt Joy confug4, 
And loſt in Thought, her Lover's Vow perus'd 
« 'That c'er the Sun thrice roſe in orient Skies, 
« Hortenſius then would greet his Ss Eyes, 


The mantling Blood quick flow'd from e' 


Place, 
And a chaſte Bluſh came ſtarting o'er her Face, 


And now the roſy Mern had wak'd the Day, 
That calbd Hortenſis on his deſtin d Way; 
When fond her lovely Beauties to expreſs, 
And riſe in all the decent Pow'r of Dreſs ; 
Swift to her gloſſy Toilet mov'd the Dame, 


And thoughtful fate before the curious Frame: 


Where, as around the balmy Sweets exhale, 
And the rich Odours ſhed a fragrant Gale; / 
Firſt in a ſhining Orb her Hair the wound, © 
With the white Ribbon brac'd her Temp: 


round ; 
The Pinners next her jetty Locks o'crſpread, 


| An azure Wreath adorn'd her graceſul Head; 1 
The 
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Then oer her Arms the Silken Robe ſhe threw, 
And round her Waiſt the glitt'ring Texture 


drew. 


yes; WM What tho' no Brilliant-Gem, nor Orient Pearl, 

vir Worn by the Conſort of ſome noble Earl, 
Glow'd in the coſtly Pendants of the Fair, 

ce, Blaz d on her Neck, or ſparkled round her Hair; 

y, Let on the ty'd the * Myſtic Zone of Love, 

The ſame that Yennus lent the Queen of ove * 

Where Love himſelf embroider'd ey'ry Part, 

Vith every Charm that wins the wiſeſt Heart. 

Thus Beauty role in all its various Arms, 

KW And flaſh'd reſiſtleſs with the Pow'r of Charms; 


Around, the Guardian-Graces took their Stand, 


And Love was pleas'd to view the ſhining Band; 
On $:/via's Form he caſt his raviſh'd Eyes, 


And his Heart gloried in fo fair a Prize. 


How 


; A * In Imitation of Juas's dreſſng her ſelf in Homer, See the Iliad, 
tk XIV. Fs ; 
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How ſoon the brighteſt Proſpect ſinks in 
Night, 
When a dark Storm inyades the Fields of Light! 


Rapt from our View the giddy Blaze retires, 
And all the viſionary Scene expires . 

Our cheated Hearts the Golden Dream purſue, 
And Paſſion thinks the lovely Phantom true; 


Till Reaſon drives the flatt'ring Forms away, 


And pouring on her all-enlight'ning Ray, 
Thro the thick Mazes of this cloudy State 
Points to our View th' o'er-ruling Hand of Fate, 
Where that appears, ſay, Wiſdom of the Schools, 
What art Thou but the grayer Pride of Fools? 
Can all our Foreſight guard this fleeting Breath, 
When unexpected fly the Shafts of Death? 

O could'ſt Thou, Si/via, in that Mirror ſee 
The deſtin d Stroke that now impends on Thee; , 
For ah! no more thoſe radiant Eyes muſt rove, . 


Nor meet Horteuſius with the Glance of Love; 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe lively Orbs, that ſhot ſuch piercing Darts, 
And reign'd victorious o'er a World of Hearts; 


Like other Conqu'rors muſt ſubmit to Fate, 


But Conqu'ror-like ſhall yet be clos d in State. 

Ah! hapleſs Nymph, tho' in that Form divine 

Nature and Art with ſweeteſt Union ſhine ; 

Evn now that lovely Face, that Bloom of 
Charms, 

Shall ſink the Prize of Death's remorſeleſs Arms; 

Hark ! cruel Fate now ſounds the ſolemn Call, | 


ind Beauty ſerves but to adorn her Fall. 


As the pale Meteor, whoſe fallacious Ray 

Leaves the dark Wand'rer in ſome lonely Way, 

VYaves o'er the Field in flatt ring Gleams of 
Light, | N 

Then ſudden ſtarts, and finks in endleſs Night ; 

o Hymeu's Torch before th' unhappy Dame 


lay'd in the Phantom of a twinkling Flame; 


Then 


1 
Then with a Flaſh the faithleſs Beam retit'd, 


And wrapt in Fate's eternal Shade expir'd. 


Near to her Toilet, where with decent Pride 
Glow'd the fair Sia like a future Bride; 
Where hung the poliſh'd Oracle of Dreſs, 

By the ſmooth Mirror ſtood an antique Prefs; 
That long, long, fix'd in that deſtructive Place 
An Heir-loom came of $/via's Kindred Race; 
Some Parricide by Fate's auſtere Decree 
In evil Hour firſt “ ſet the guilty Tree; 
Then murd'ring Steel by Hands defil'd in Blood 
Form'd into Planks the inauſpicious Wood, 
Which ſome fell Artiſt curſt with baleful Eyes, 
And born when ſullen Saturn rul'd the Skies, 
Shap'd for the Ruin of the loyely Dame, 
For Death in Ambuſh lurk'd within the Frame 


And 


* In Imitation of Horace, Lib. 11. Obe xiii. 
Ille et nefaſto te poſuit die, 

: Quicunque primum ct fſacrilec2 manu, 

hy 1 Produxit arbos, & —. 


MW 
And grimly ſmiling on her ripen'd Charms, 
Doom'd her a Prize to his rapacious Arms. 
Full on the ſharpen'd Edge he fix'd his Stand, 
je nnd ſternly pois'd his unrelenting Hand, 
There, as the Dæmon in his gloomy Hate 
Watch'd the dire Criſis of the Virgin's Fate; 
It chanc'd as Silvia with incautious Air 
Turn'd to conſult th Adviſer of the Fair; 
Fond to adjuſt ſome yet unfiniſh'd Grace, 
uud rife in all the Wonders of her Face 


He faw, and dealt an envious Stroke behind, 


ICC 


clin d; 
U prone ſhe fell, and on the fatal Wood 
aſh'd her fair Viſage in its ſtarting Blood: 
heath clos'd her Eyes, and to th' Infernal Coaſt 
ame ound of his Spoils, conyey'd the Murm' ring 
And Ghoſt, 


18 


When lo ! the Nymph's unbalanc'd Feet re- 


E 


So the young Heifer near the Altar ſtands, 
Deck d in her Pride, and ſhakes her waving 
Bands ; | 


Round her gay Horns the various Ribbons t wine, 


And fragrant Flow'rs in bright Conjundtin 
ſhine ; 

When ſwift her unexpected Fate impends, 

Full on her Head th' untimely Stroke deſcends; 

Then falling prone in bloody Pomp ſhe lies, 

And eaſh'd with Wounds the ſtately Victim dies 


Now had Flortenſus blam'd his long Delay, 
And half in Thought deyour'd the tedious Way; 
But O! fond Youth, unbend thy eager Speed, 
With curbing Reins urge back th' impetiit 

Steed; 9 
Thou know'ſt not yet thy angry Fate's Decret 
The Houſe of Mourning is no Scene for thee; 


Fle 


ds; 


dies 


Wn 
Fled are the Joys that charm'd thy Soul before, 


And the dear Phantoms mult return no more; 

The tender Sigh, the Heart-engaging Smile, 

The Wiſh convey'd in love-perſuading Stile, 

The am'rous Gales that fan the mutual Fire, 

And the gay Genius of a chaſte Deſire, 

No more ſhall Theſe thy wond'ring Senſe em- 

ploy, h 

Nor Love invite Thee to the Dome of Joy; 

Far hence he takes his everlaſting Flight, 

While Horror riſing from the Womb of Night, 

dhoots his dark Pinions o'er the low'ring Room, 

And ſullen Dzmons crowd the conſcious Gloom. 

Death in his ghaſtly Pomp precedes the Train, 

With frantic CJlamour, and outragious Pain ; 
ack Diſcontent in wild Diſorder ſtands, 

And Execration ſpreads her direful Hands 

and pale Deſpair, and pining Grief appear, 

And Sorrow melting in a fruitleſs Tear. 
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O hence advisd, unhappy Youth, depart, 
Nor truſt too far that dubious Strength, thy 
Heart ; 
Tho' Thou wert form'd of Scythia's rocky Mold 
And bred in Zembla's ever- during Cold; 
That Sight would teach the hardeſt Rock to 


flow, 


_ 


That Sight diſſolve Thee in a Stream of Woe, 
Haſt Thou not ſeen ſome fair aſcending Flow, 
Rais d by thy Hand, and nursd with foſt' ring 
Pow'r, | 
Whoſe opening Beauties chear'd the raviſh'd Sight, 
And roſe mature in all their various Light; 
Eer Nature yet the Parent Seeds unbends, 


From whence the Race of infant Flow'rs deſcends: 


Cut down beſore ſome ſudden Blaſt retire, 


While loſt in Air the tranſient Sweets expire; 


Thus 67/4 lies untimely robb'd of Breath, 


The beauteous Victim of all conqu ring Death. 
Hut 


— 


Bl 


An 
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But 


1 


But Thou, fair Shade, who in th' Elyſian 


Bow'rs 


View'ſt the new Walks of Amaranthine Flow'rs, 


Whether thou fleet among the Crowd of Ghoſts, 
That people wide the far-extended Coaſts ; 


Or if Thou moſt the ſecret Glades admire, 

Where pining Spectres in their Woe retire; 

If there thy conſcious Soul can taſte Relief, 

Be this, O Shade, the Solace of thy Grief; 

That Thou ſhalt reign of all the moſt renowned, 

Wio there with poſthumous Applauſe are 
crown'd, 

Ihus Proſerpine by unexpected Doom 

Like Thee was hurried to that mournful Gloom, 


Rapt in a Chariot of untimely Fate, 
but only rapt to be enthron'd in State, 


To fit the Rival of Heav'n's Queen above, 
And reign the Conſort of Infernal Jove. 


TO 
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GENTLEMAN 


UPON MIS 


POE M 8. 


I. 


W HIL E round the Maſters of the 
f Lyre 


Admiring Crowds their Tribute bring ; 


And with a grateful Voice inſpire 


The melting Lute, or ſweep the String. 


II. 
New to the Poet's heay'nly Skill, 


With no melodious Rapture fir'd, 


But what informs each vulgar Quill, | 
What Wine proyok'd, or Love inſpir as 


T 


Ill 
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III. 
\ | fought not Fame, nor Cenſure fear d, 
Content to ſee, unfit to Praiſe, 
And with an awful Rev'rence heard 


The Triumphs of ſuperiour Lays. 


IV. 
de! At length awaken d by thy Fame 
Th' embolden'd Reptile leaves the Ground, 
Th' enliven d Muſe uſurps a Name, 


And tinkles in Poetic Sound. 


V. 
But how ſhall Infant Strains proceed, 
Unleſs thy manly Art conſpire 
To guide the Hand and tune the Reed, 
To ſwell the Sound, and add the Fire? 


II VI. 
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VI. 
Thy Labours beg no foreign Praiſe, 
No mercenary Trumpet claim, 


What but thy own unrivald Lays 


Can ſpeak the Author's wond'rous Fame? 


y Wi 
With ardent Wings the Muſe I ſee 
High ſoaring with a vig'rous Flight, 
High ſhe muſt ſoar to ſing of Thee, 
Yet dreads ſhe not th' Icarian Height. 


VIII. 
Peyond the loftieſt Clouds ſhe ſprings, 
Nor fears the herce diſſolving Flame, 
While on thy Bays ſhe reſts her Wings, 
And on thy Laurel chaunts thy Fame. 


T HEN 


T H E 


git LANTERN, 
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Mr. T IT LET 


Sing the Forms which Magic Pow'rs impart, | | | 
The thin Creation of delufive Art, I 
{ thro' the ambient Gloom bright Shapes diſ- | | | 
play 


from the Sun, nor conſcious of the Day. 


Expand the ſportive Scene, the Lantern ſhow, 
Gleam of Day muſt thro the Darkneſs glow ; | 
e fleeting Forms abhor the envious Light, 


IE e the brown Shade, and only live by Night. 


Q Dark- 


* 
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Darkling and filent in her lonely Cell, 
The Sorcerchh thus exerts her myſtic Spell, 
Calls forth the Spectres, and unpeoples Hell; 
But when the Morn unfolds her purple Ray, 
Start the pale Ghoſts, and fly approaching D. 


See thro' the Glcom the fiery Splendor fall; 
Glares the Red Lens around the dusky Wall, 
Tis thus the ſanguine Ray of Cynthia ftrean 
When magic Spells obſtruct her lab'ring Beam 
And ſhiv'ring Ghoſts from Earth's relut 

Womb, | 
Forc'd by Theſſalian Charms, glide round! 


gaping Tomb. 


Of various Forms an incoherent Train 
Fills the bright Orb, and crowds the piftu 
Plain ; 
Here with rude Pomp the Satyr Shapes ad van 


Frisk Oer the Scene, and lead the Sylyan Dan 
. 
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What ſtern Grimaces all their Looks defile! 
How each grins horrible a ghaſtly Smile ! 
No more the hideous Forms before me riſe, | 
; W A lovelicr Proſpect greets my wond'ring Eyes; 
Here ſceptred Monarchs glare in bright Array, 


Next theſe the Knight who lends vindictive 
E 3 


In hoſtile Mood the Warrior Wights appear, | 
Fierce at the Dragon flies the conqu' ring Spear, 
In vain he ſtands uprear'd in waving Spires, 
In vain his Tongue emits envenom'd Fires; 

dee where his flaming Creſt is doom'd to feel 
An Arm viQorious and reſiſtleſs Steel. 

Bleſt Champion! but how ſoon the Conqueſt flies! 
WY How ſoon the tranſient Pomp cludes our Eyes! ! 
To the thin Air the fading Warriors yield, | 
And glide reluctant from the painted Field. 
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There blooming Maids in beauteous Luftre play. 
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What Shape more worthy to ſucceed the Maid 4 
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Far hence ye Forms of War —— Sce Bacchus 
ſhine, 
His roſy Cheeks proclaim the God of Wine, 
And round his Head the purple Cluſters wy 
How ſoon the airy Shade our Hopes deſtroys! 


” 


80 fleets the Golden Dream of human Joys. 


Next grins a Form of pallid Horror full, 
Death's ghaſtly Enſign, tis a lifeleſs Scull, 


The naked Cheeks no graceful Beauties wear, | 
The barren Scalp's deipoil'd of waving Hair; 
A tott'ring Tooth the fractur d Jaws between 
Hangs diſmally alone; no Eyes are ſeen, 


But all's a dark Vacuity within. 


Soon from our Sight Death's horrid Image flies 
Whole Place a Shape more terrible ſupplies; 
Slow thro' the . ſtal ks a balef ul Spright, 
No drearier Phantom of ill-fated N ight 


Haunts 


? 
| 


lies, 
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Haunts the ſad Slumbers of ſome lonely Dame, 
That nods delirious o'er th' expiring Flame; 
When dimly blue the conſcious Lamps appear, 
And Clank of Chains proclaims the Spectre near. 
Down from it's Head the mournful Shroud de- 
pends, 
Beneath its Feet the plaited Garment ends, 


The ghaſtly Face a diſmal Paleneſs wears, 


The trembling Hand a livid Taper bears. 
Far off advisd ye tim'rous Virgins fly, 

Far from the dreadful Scene ayert your Eye 
In ſoft Repoſe the horrid Ghoſt will ſeem 

To haunt your Slumbers, and revive in Dream; 
Suffus d with trickling Sweat you'll ftrive in vain 
With circling Arms ſome friendly Youth to 

gain, 

Bewail your lonely Bed with wild Affright, 
And dread the length'ned Horrors of the Night. 


Such 


B 


Such are the Forms the crowded Proſpedt 


ſhows, 


But if too far the long Reflection glows, 


Round the bright Orb a dim Confuſion plays, 
And a wild Maſs of undiſtinguiſh'd Rays. 

So tinctur d Canvas rude in ev'ry Part 

Shows the firſt Traces of the Pencil's Art, 
Scarce can our Eyes diſcern the dubious Plan, 


And gain ſome faint Reſemblance of a Man. 


Now let the Splendor of returning Light 
Strike thro' the artificial Shades of Night ; 
Lo! the ſtrong Flame the airy Phantoms ſhun, 
Fade in the Blaze, and die before the Sun. 
Thus when the Limbs recline in Sleep's Repoſe, 
With various Forms the wakeſul Fancy glows; 


Men, Beafts, and Birds an unconneQed Train 


Compoſe the motly Viſion of the Brain ; 
Here 


F ap 1 
Here in long Order Fur'ral Torches gleam, 


There royal Triumphs gild the pompous Dream; 

When lo! the purple Bluſh of morning Light 

From th' opening Eye diſpells the Shades of 
Night ; 

The brighten'd Scenes their uſual Aſpect wear, 

And the falſe Dream diſſolves in ſhapeleſs Air. 
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A Young Lady 


UPON 


Steins ber PICTURE. 


J. 
HAT Hand Creation's Pow'r invadez 
And tries its rival Skill, 
| } To arm with Flames th' enliven'd Shades 
And teach ev'n Paint to kill? 
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II. 
Recorded by the Pencil's Art 
Thy imag'd Beauty ſhines, 
And mimic Life thro' ey'ry Part 
Informs the ſemblant Lines, 


— ů ————— 
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III. 


1s 


des 


III 
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III. 
But tho the lovely Phantom glow, 
And charm in Life's Diſguiſe, 
Tho' the Breaſt emulate the Snow. 
And Lightning arm the Eyes; 


IV. 
Vet, Fair One, thy ſuperior Flames 
No Art can fully trace, 
ln vain the Idol Picture aims 
To reach thy Goddeſs Face. 


V. 
Wouldſt Thou in laſting Charms excell, 
When Theſe no more ſhall glow, 
And bid tranſplanted Beauties tell 


What Grace adorns Thee now ; 


N R 
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VI. 
Submit to Cupid's genial Law, 


With Hhmeu's Rites agree ; 
Love only can thoſe Graces draw 
That bloom ſo bright in Thee. 


VIE. 
Then may'ſt Thou ſee in Virgin Prime 
The Daughter Beauty ſhine ; 
And her fair Face to future Time 
Record the Charms of Thine. 


U( 
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THE 


Pleaſures of ANGLING, 


Tranſlated from the 


[US ANGLICAN A. 


HE Man too great a Bleſſing gains, 


Whoſe Hand the trembling Reed ſuſtains, 
heluding with his artful Hook 


he 1. recoiling to the Brook. 
o Care his eaſy Hours annoys, 
or breaks the Series of, his Joys; 
e ſans the Courtier's ſlippery Fame, 
or flies at Honour's empty Game; 
enyies not the Miſer's Gain, 
es got by Care, and kept with Pain ; 


feels no anxious Client's Fate, 


E 


duns the ling ring Lawyer's Gate; 
R 2 
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No Storms at Sea perplex his Mind, 
He bargains with no flatt'ring Wind. 
Calm by a gliding Stream from far 
He flies the hoarſe Alarm of War ; 
The gliding Stream ſuſpends his Care, 
He finds a grateful Silence there, 
When Jars diſtract th uncaſy Dome, 
And all is Noiſe and Strife at Home. 


Soon as the Morn her Bed forſa kes, 
He with the Morning Vigil wakes, 
With chearful Draughts his Soul he warms, 
Then round him girds his various Arms; 
And with a Mind whoſe Heay'n outvies 
The Proſpect of ſereneſt Skies, 
Calm o'er the Fields he bends his Way, 


1 
Inſidious to the watry Prey, 1 
8 


Where Thames with tuneful Murmurs glides 


Or Trent deſcends in foaming Tides. 


Aron 


es 
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Around the Matin Birds he hears, 

And van Muſick glads his Ears. 

The genial Sweets, which Morning Show'rs 
Draw from the fragrant Bloom of Flow'rs, 
[mpearl'd in balmy Dews exhale, 

And round him breathe th' odorous Gale, 
While pleas'd he treads the yerdant Plains, 


And meditates Iambic Strains. 


The Fields a grateful Scene diſplay, 
And ſweetly cheat the tedious Way ; 
Here Vales ſubſide, and Mountains tow'r, 
There Rocks with frowning Proſpect low'r 
Here Rivers, Woods, and Flocks are ſeen, 
That browze the vegetable Green. 
To the known Pail, from ev'ry Grove 
The lowing Heifers gladly rove, 
Swell'd with ambroſial Milk they ſtand, 
And duteous bear the ſtroaking Hand, 


5 


That 
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T hat draws the Stream with gentle Art, 
And acts the filial Heifer's Part. 
Hard by the Infant Lambkins bleat, 


And while they ſuck the parent Teat, 
Their Heads prelude with harmleſs Rage 
The Battles of maturer Age. 


Now oer the watry Verge he bends, 
And firſt th' unrav'ling Line ſuſpends, 
Next he anoints the baited Hook, 
And finks it in the Chryſtal Brook. 
The Powers of eyry Worm he tries, 
And all the colour d Race of Flies, 


And all the various Forms of Paſte, 
That charm the Eye, or pleaſe the Taſte, 


And ev'ry Bait that Art can wiſh, 
To feed the Luxury of Fiſh. 


Thus glide the chearful Hours of Light, 
Thus riſe the Eyening Shades of Night ; 


He 
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He with his Thoughts Diſcourſe can find, 


vich Thoughts the Actions of the Mind; 
\nd now the arguing Sage diſputes, 


and now his own Surmiſe confutes. 


till, as the Train of Thoughts ſucceed, 


tent he eyes the bending Reed, 
Vhoſe dancing Corks the Victim ſhow 


That nibbles at the Bait below. 


But if by Fortune's gentle Care 


ſaithſal Friend the Pleaſure ſhare, 

hey to the peopled Wave reſort, $2 
ternately purſue the Sport; 

'hile various Scenes their Wonder raiſe, 

d Worlds inſpire their Author's Praiſe. 


th harmleſs Song they chear the Dale, 
blend with Mirth ſome uſeful Tale, 
Traitors here on Miſchief plod, 


Atheiſt here blaſphemes his God; 
Nor 


He 
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Nor ſpeak They to a Fiſh's Ear, 
But what all- conſcious Heay'n might hear. 


| When Phabus glows with ſultry Beams, 
And Sweat diſtills in trickling Streams, 
Or ove deſcends in Storms of Rain, 
Faſt bubbling o'er the watry Plain, 
When riſing from his oozy Cave 

Glides the ſwift Eel along the Wave; 
Some lofty Tree's embow ring Glade 
Around them ſpreads a friendly Shade, 
Safe they recline beneath the Wood, 
The Rod ſtill trembles O er the Flood; 
And loaded oft with ſealy Spoils 

With Gain rewards the pleaſing Toils. | 


Then, when the riſing Shades of Night 
Gloom o'er the fainting Rays of Light, 


Hot 
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[ 
Homeward the weary Angler ſpeeds, 


Fi 


Then ſunk in balmy Reſt he lies, 


And on his Prey luxuriant feeds; 
The Sleep of Nature ſeals his Eyes, 


11 
THE 
M1iLER of Trompington; 
O R, 
The Reeves TAL 
From CHAU CE R. 


1 * ſtands at Trompiugton a Bridg 
| / 

of Wood, | 

Not far from Cambridge o'er the gliding Flood; a 


A  - 4 


Where long had liv'd within a noted Mill ( 
A Miller fam d for Works of various Skill; Is 


Prond as a Peacock, vers'd in ey'ry Art 
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H 
To pipe, or wreſtle, or to wing the Dart, D 


With curious Toils the feather d Race beſet, 
Turn drinking Cups, and throw the caſting Net 4 
Form'd of an antient Sword with airy Pride 


A temper'd Blade hung waving at his Side; 
Hz 
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He wore a SHeſſield Whittle in his Hoſe, 
Round was his Pace, and flat his ruby Noſe. 
Bald as an Ape appear'd his naked Crown, 
5 Ad long he reign'd the Dread of ev'ry Clown; 
A Market Beater was this ſturdy Blade, 
And like all Millers was a Thief by Trade. 


His Wife deſcended from a nobler Race 
Own'd for her Sire the Curate of the Place; 
Of Fortune ſmall, but gallant in the Mode, 
i In che Nuns Cloyſter was her firſt Abode. 5 


PL 
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Who'er he married, * 6:mkin always ſaid, 
Should be well born, and to be ſure a Maid: 
On Holidays their beſt Attire they wore, 

dhe flaunted forth, he ſtrutted on before; 

His Tippet ſhone the Gaze of ev'ry Eye, 


Dipt were his Stockings in the Scarlet Dye; 
the claim'd the chief Reſpect in all the T own, 
And ſtill 'twas Madam in her Crimſon Gown : | 
Fuß an 3852 Who 
„The Miller's Names 


t. 
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Who durſt approach her as ſhe walk d along? 

His Blade was ready to teyenge the Wrong, 

For jealous Husbands are moſt dang'rous, Tools 

Nor would their Wives ſhould ever think cn 
Fools. 

Her wanton Viſage was diſguisd with Art, 


But foft as Water was her yielding Heart. 


Haughty ſhe was, and of her Breeding vain, 
Pert as a Pye, ſhe prattled with Diſdain; 
Of vulgar Wights ſhe little Notice took, 
High was her Heart and ſtiff her cloyſter'd Look: 
Her Tutreſs Nuns had form'd this lofty Bride, 
And taught her all the ſcornful Airs of Pride, 


One only Daughter crown'd their Nuptial Joy 
Juſt Twenty was ſhe, and one Infant Boy; 
Who foſter d in the Cradle ſprawling lay, 
Six waning Moons had paſt his natal Day. | 
Plump, ſhort, and thick appear'd this brawn y 
With Hips robuſt, and Eyes reſembling Glas: 


Lig! 
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light was her Hair, and high her Boſom roſe, a 
And her broad Face diſplay d her Father's Noſe, 


This buxom Damſel was ſo wond'rous fair, 
She ſoon was deſtin d for her Grandiire's Heir; 
He ſought to wed her to ſome wealthy Wight, 
And deem'd her worthy of a doughty Knight. 
rue Churches Treaſure ſhould on Thoſe be ſpent, 
Who from the Church derive their high Deicent; 
He'd raiſe his Kindred by the Temple's Aid, 
0K And ſteal the Corban to endow the Maid, 
ride, 


8 This Miller drove a Trade with mighty Skill, 


Much Griſt from Cambridge daily ply d his Mill; 
Jos moving Wheels inceſſant Buſineſs found, 
here all the Corn of Scholars Hall was ground. 
Veak with Diſeaſe their Steward chanc'd to lye, 
Pirp was his Pain, the Doctor thought he'd dye; 
Mae Scholars Griſt came ſhorter ew'ry Time, 
labs Smbin now enlarg d his pilf' ring Crime; 
Lig! 


, 


He 
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He us d before by flow Degrees to ſteal, 
And with a courteous Theft purloin'd the Meal, 
But now the Sacks all plac'd at his Command 
Felt the full Gripe of his rapacious Hand. 
Bread muſt be had, fierce Hunger to aſſuage, 
At which incens d the Warden ſtorm'd with 
Rage; 
Reſolv d at laſt to ſend the ſolemn Call, 
And cite the Miller to attend his Hall. 


With Heart undaunted im approach'd the Pla 
Fierce in th' Aſſurance of a brazen Face, 


J 
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He view'd the Warden with a glaring Eye, 
Vow'd he gave all, and back d with Oaths to 
Lye. ! Ii. 


By Hunger pinch'd in this penurious State, I 
Two buxom Scholars monrn'd their ſtarying Fat d 
Reſoly'd the Miller ſhonld no more deceive, 
They'd go themſelves, and beg d the Warde! 

Leave | 
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Woth againſt Sim combin'd their crafty Skill, 


a boldly calbd, Is honeſt dm within? 
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From Sim's finiſter Arts their Corn to ſave, 
And by their prudent Care controul the Knave. 


High on their Horſe they pile the deſtin d 
Loads abe P 
And on they turn'd him in the uſual Road; 
F-th at their Sides a glitt ring Dagger wore, 
ind Jahn and Allen were the Names they bore ; 
Both ow'd their Being to one Native Place, 
heir Zorkſhire Brogue declar'd their Northern 


Race; 


il down they laid their Sacks beſide the Mill. 


"Twas Allen did the loud Salute begin, 
low fares your Wife, your Daughter,and the Boy, 


| well, fays Sim; but prithee tell me whither 


nd ye your Way, or what has call'd you hither? 
Says 
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Says John, our Steward lies deceasd, and We 
Muſt for that Reaſon our own Servants be, 
We Two are by our Warden's Order come 
To grind our Grift, and bring it ſafely home; 
Diſpatch it, Sim, that we may ſoon be gone: 
The Work, faid Simbin, ſhall be quickly done. 
But how will you the ling'ring Moments ſpend, 
While I the Labours of my Charge attend? 
While you, ſays John, the Bus'neſs take in Hand! 
Right by the Hopper will I fix my Stand, . 
For never did I fee how Corn was ground, 
Or mark how juſt the noiſy Clack will ſound. I. 
Then J, faid Allen, will my Time beftow 
To ſee how fine the Meal deſcends below : 
Here John and I may boaſt an equal Skill, 
In the fam'd Craft and Science of a Mill. 


| 


0 


Sim ken d their Plot, and with a ſurly Smit 
Mus d on a Method to defeat the Wile ; '7 
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Not all their learned Arts the Corn ſhould fave, 

> W Tis hard to cheat an old experienc'd Knaye. 1 
Their Care, ſaid he, ſhall but augment their Grief, . 
For now I'll prove a moſt outrageous Thief; 

; {Wine be the Flour, and theirs the coarſer Bran, 
The greateſt Clerk is not the wiſeſt Man. 


Then unexpected, and without Delay, 
ily from the Door the Miller bent his Way, 
Till Fortune to the Place his Footſteps led 
Where hung the Scholars Horſe beneath a Shed z 


his Himtiu ſaw, and in a laughing Vein 

dwift from his Head inſidious ſlipt the Rein; 
oos'd from the Bridle ran the nimble Steed, 
ind o'er the Plain impetuous urg'd his Speed: 


hought now no longer of his flayiſh Cares, 

ae in the Paſtures with the buxom Mares. 

Ide Miller then reſum'd his former Place, 

_ d. artful Innocence diſguisd his Face. 
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1 
Nou ceas d the noiſy Clack, the Corn was ground 


The Meal was meaſurd, and the Sacks wer, 
bound ; 

When John forth iſſuing, to his fatal Grief 

Soon miſs'd his Horſe, and cursd the crafty 
Thief. 

Haſte, Allen, haſte, he cry'd in frantick Mood, 

Haſte, Allen, haſte, and rouze thy vig'rous Blood, 

Loft is our Horſe Then Allen all diſmay'd 

Cry'd with Amaze, ſay, which way is he ſtray'd? 

The Sacks he left regardleſs on the Floor, 

And quick as Thought came ruſhing to the Door, 


} 


$114's Wile was ready with a glaring Lye, 
Wide o'er the Plain I mark'd him with my Eye, 


He ſlipt his Rein, and with a furious Bound F 


Proud of his Freedom ſcamper'd o'er the Ground, 7 


Where the low Fens their copious Paſture yield 
And fayage Mares rove o'er the ſpacious Field. 


"1 


. What 
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What heavy Vengeance ſhould his Hand endure | 


Who thus forgot to make the Rein ſecure? 
Now, now, ſaid John, exert thy ſwifteſt Pace, 


Fleet as the Roebuck will I urge the Chace; 


0 Down with thy Sword, thy fatal Error ſee, 

8 For Oh ! the dire Miſchance was caus'd by Thee. 

00 Fierce o'er the Fen to ſeek the ſtraggling 

4 Horſe, | 

4 Thro dank and dry the Scholars bent their 
Courſe; N 


Gor, | | 
When fafe at Diſtance from their watchful Pow'r 


m with ungracious Hand purloin'd the 


Flour ; 


all half a Buſhel took this plund'ring Rake, 
If which his Wife immediate form'd a Cake. 


Vhat tho, ſaid he, the Clerks were wondrous 
ſage, | 

ull Tricks of Boys outreach the Craft of Age? 

What T 2 Lo! 
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Lo ! where they run, they fret in ev ry Vein, 


And ſtrive with fruitleſs Toil to fix the Rein 


Still o'er the Fen with nimbler Pace endu d, | 
Rov d the ſwift Horſe ; the panting Clerks pur. 

ſud; s b ao 
Wide off he runs, nor hears the loud Command, 
Wheels thro the Plain, and ſtill eludes their Hand. 
Now down the Void declin'd the fainting Light, 
Nor could they ſeize him 'tillthe Dawn of Night, 
When prone he fell, as with incautious Speed 
High o'er a Ditch reclin'd the bounding Steed. 


Weary and wet as Beaſts amidſt the Rain, 
Came the two Scholars o'er the dreary Plain; 


O now, ſaid ahn, confound. my Native Morn, 


How have we toil'd to gain the publick Scorn 
Our Meal is ſtol'n, and we're the Millers Tools, 
The Boys will laugh, the Warden call us Fools 


* 


Thus 
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Thus nearer to the Mill as now they drew, 
Still more and more his plaintive Anguiſh grew; 
Then entring in, he found the crafty Sire, 
Who in his Chair fate lolling o'er the Fire; 
For now were fled the pale Remains of Day, 
Nor durſt they farther tempt the dang'rous Way, 
But humbly beg'd, if twas his courteous Will, 
Reſt from their Toil, and Harbour in the Mill. 


O welcome Friends, Il chuſe you out a Part, 
My Houle is ſtraight, but you are Sons of Art, 
You learned Clerks can vulgar Wights beguile, 
and prove that twenty Yards contain a Mile; 
Now ſhow your Skill, enlarge the ſcanty Space, 
And make this Room a more extended Place. 
Waſte not, ſaid John, thy envious Mirth on me, 
for by Saint Cuthbert tis unkind in Thee | 
fir other Things our preſent Wants require, 

Let Drink and Food the weary Soul inſpire ; 
Lo! 


= 5 
Lo! where our Purſe is ready at Command, 
Nor catch we Falcons with an empty Hand; | 
Sce ! we have Silver to diſcharge your Bill, 
And pay for all your Favours in the Mill. 


1 
Sim bid his Daughter, thus proceeds my Tale, W 
Run to the Town for Bread and corny Ale, 5 
1 


Their Horſe he faſt ned with a careful Nooſe, 
And for her Gueſts his Wife prepar'd a Goole. 


The Daughter then beneath the lowly Shed 
With Sheets and Blankets made the Scholars Hy 
Bed; 
Twelve Foot beyond it, ſuch their narrow Doom, 
Stood her own Bed within the crowded Room, 
Their Supper was in ruſtick Guiſe expreſt, 
Mix'd was the Mirth, and free th' alternate Jeſt; 
The circling Bumper crown'd the homely Fare, 
Warnrd their gay Thoughts, and ſolac d ev 'I. 


Care. 


Twas 


1 


"Twas now the midmoſt Hour of ſilent Night, 
gin e twinkling Eyes beheld the doubled Light; 
He gulp d, and yawr!'d, till ſnoring all ſapine 
Prone on his Bed was laid the drowzy Swine. 
Then came his Wife, but in a jovial State, 
Top-full of Ale, Impertinence, and Prate ; 
Free from her Tongue the waggiſh Stories fell, 
Her jolly Whiſtle had been wetted well. 
Cloſe to her own Bed- ſide, its uſual Stand, 


She plac'd the Cradle to be near at Hand. 


Next game the Daughter, then each learned 
Gueſt 
dought their own Bed, and ſoon withdrew to Reſt. 
Now ſunk the Miller lock d in deep Repoſe, 
|| but the Trumpet of his wakeful Noſe: 
is Doſe of Ale was of the potent Kind, 
That made him rattle in a Peal of Wind; 
's Wife, who wallow'd in her uſual Caſe, _ 
lung the hoarſe Tenor to her Husband's Baſs; 
| | The 
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The Daughter play'd her Part with wond'rons 


„ 
And the Sound went a Furlong from the Mill. 


Twas Allen firſt this jovial Muſick heard, 
Who on the Bed his Limbs immediate reard, 

Now, Fohw, faid he, in all the tuneful Throng 
When heard'ſt thou ever ſuch a charming Song? 
O for ſome Plague, ſome quick-deſtroying Fire 
To blaſt them all, the Daughter, Wife, and Sire! 
Small Joy to me the Dome of Slecp ſupplies, 
And all the balmy Pow'r forſakes my Eyes; 
Trick'd by the Miller and his crafty Dame, 
How can my Soul ſuſtain this Load of Shame ? 
But in their Tenure will I find a Flaw, 
For 'tis, my Friend, a Maxim in the Law, 
© That if a Man in one Point is aggrie vd, T 
« He in another ſhould be ſoon reliey — 
Then tho allur'd by no engaging Charms, ? 


Hence will I creep into the Daughter's Arms; 
| Night 
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Night ſhall avenge the guilty Pranks of Day, 


, Sweet is the Toil when Vengeance leads the Way. 


To whom his ſaithfal Comrade thus reply'd, 
« - pe ot 


0 deareſt Youth, by friendly Bands d, 


#4 


noa know | the Miller is a dang rous Wight, | 


? 
Big are his Bones and Sinews form'd for Fight : 
re 
Should he enrag d his brawny Arm extend, 


Woe to the Wretch on mie the Blows deſcend. 
Can we, faid Alleu, droop with necdleſs Fears, 


Strong in our Youth, and he declin'd i in Years: . 


Then ſwift he roſe, and by her Trumpet led, 
Soon gain d his Entrance to the Daughter $ Bed. « 


: 


is cloſe Embrace controub d her r- Surprize, 


«4 


ind all his ſoft Endearments ſtopt her Cie. | 


'T +41 IT 


here leave we Allen, while Revenge and Pain 
Ford in John's s Head, and fra his lab ring 


Brain. 
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Toft with the Thoughts of Allens guilty 

Hp lame, 
Fierce to purſue, and ſtill reſtrain'd by Shame, 
What Pangs by Turns his'wav'ring Breaſt inclin d 
And in the various Conflict rack d his Mind? 
Fain would J reap the juſt Revenge, faid He, 
Could Allen's Prank be not a Crime in Me. 
Yet gains he ſomewhat for his former Harms; 
And graſps the Miller's Daughter in his Arms; 
While I alone lye ſhiv'ring in the Cold, 
Sure to be laugh'd at when the Jeſt is told; 
A daring Heart al preſent Danger ſcorn, Rn 
Then, Sim, prepare thee to receive thy Hom 


Now ſoftly riſing, round the Room he ſought, 
And to his own Bed-ſide the Cradle brought, 17 
When 10 up-ſtarting from her ſound Repoſe, I An 
By Nature urg, the Miller's Wife aroſe IM 
With nimble Feet tript lightly Ger the F loot, 
And forth ſhe iſſu d at the poſtem Door. 


Bu 


5 


l 
But thence returning with as {ſwift a Pace 
Soon miſs d the Cradle from its former Place. 
Now all confus'd the grop'd around the Room, 
And whiſper'd ſoft amidſt the ſilent Gloom, 19 
What fatal Error has my Steps miſ- led. 
And brought me darkling to the Scholars Bed? 
Ha, ha my Virtue! — here ſhe made a Stand, 
And on the Cradle Fortune plac'd her Hand 3 
All right quoth ſhe, then dropt her weary Creſt, 
And cloſe to John explor d the Pow'r of Reſt; 
But doom'd a lengthned Vigil there to keep, 
For ſoon his am'rous Frolicks broke her Sleep: 
Thus both the Clerks in lor n Embraces lay, 


Till thrice the Cock foretold approaching Day. 


Tir'd with the various Labours of the Night, 
When Allen fear d the ſudden Dawn of Light, 
Ah! Moll, ſaid he, farewell, my Turtle Dove, 
dee! Fate recalls me from the Joys of Love; 
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Night ſoon will end, Oh! let me hence retire, 
While faſt aſleep reclines thy grunting Sire; 
Tho forc'd to part by Fate's ſevere Decree, 
Still ſhall my Heart be ever fix'd on Thee. 


Now Heav'n, ſaid ſhe, thy gentle Steps attend, 


But learn from me this Secret as a Friend ; 


From thee, dear Allen, can 1 hide my Will? 
When home you go, and pals beſide the Mill, 


Search well the Place, for on the duſty Floor 
A Cake there lies conceal'd behind the Door, 
Pull half a Buſhel is its wondrous Size ; 

Tis all thy own, and welcome take the Prize, 
For know I help'd my pilt*ring Sire to fical © 
From your own Sack that Portion of the Mal: 


Long as he lives, may Heav'n protect my Dear; 
She ſpoke, and ended with a fal ling Tear. 


Swiſt from her Arms the wary Clerk yy 
7 drew, ede , * 4 307 4 1 Ie 


Ere yet the ung b. Morn apgenr d in view; 
* 4 But 
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Bit as he ſtrove to reach the former Bed, 
Where John, he thought, repos d his lazy Head, 
Full on the Cradle chanc'd his Hand to licht, 
Then with a Start — ye Gods, conduct me 
right ! : Wore 
ow near I ſtumbled on the Verge of Strife ! 
Here lyes that Rogue the Miller and his Wife. 
hen back he tum d, and cloſe to Simkin crept, .,. 
ook Sim for Fohn, and gueſs d he ſoundly ſlept. 
Jake, wake, faid he, and hear a noble Game, 


d, 


or by the Pow'r of ev'ry facred Name, 

(his Night has well repair'd the Day's Diſgrace, 
Ie Miller's Daughter met my warm Embrace; 
1 height of Vengeance have I paſt the Night, 
ind Alen triumphs in the glorious Fight; 

thile John neglects a Wartior's Arms to wield, 
nd unreveng d in Silence ſhuns the Field. 
Struck with the Killing Words, and all on Fire 
Witt from the Bolt uprelg the ſtarting Site, 2 
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O Traytor Clerk, by all the Pow'rs, ſaid He, 
Soon will I wreak my honeſt Rage on Thee. 
Haſt thou diſhonour'd with thy foul Embrace 
' My Daughter ſprung from ſuch a Noble Race? 
Death is thy Portion — then he fiercely caught 
At Allen's Neck, young Allen ſtoutly fought; 
High pois d in Air his Arm impetuous roſe, 
And falling bounc'd againſt the Miller's Nokz 
A Flux of Blood came ſpouting from the Wound, 
And down his Breaſt deſcending ſtain d the 

Ground. 
Now cloſer ſtill the warring Champions 1 
From Side to Side the Strokes reſounding flew: 
Till & outragious as he urg'd the Strife, - | 
Spurn'd on a Stone, and tumbled o'er his Wife: 
Cruſhd with the Blow his heavy Carte gave, 
dhe ſer cam d aloud, and thus began to rave, 
O Croſs of Brombolme, O thou heay'nly Maid, 


O all ye Saints, youchlafe your gracious Aid; 
” 11}. 5 IC 11 fer 


nd, 
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The Fiend o 'crwhelms me like a Weight of Lead, 


And rolls incumbent o'er my Breaft and Head : 
Help, Simkin, help, theſe Traytor Clerks [ ſee 
Wage a mock Fight, and aim their Wrath on me. 
Up ſtarted John, and ſearch'd with all his Might 
For a tough Stick to end this dang” rous Fight. 
A Crabtree Cudgel in a Corner ſtood, 
Up got the Wiſe, and ſeiz d the ſturdy Wood. 
When by the doubtful Glimm'ring of the Skies 
Lo! ſomething White appear'd before her Eyes; 
She deem'd it Altew's Cap, and vow'd his Fate; 
But by ill Fortune twas her Husband's Pate. 
On ruſh'd the Cudgel with a thumb ring Sound, 
Strong was the Blow, and ſelld him to the 
Ground. 


one as he dropt, the Clerks on ey'ry Side 


four d the thick Vengeance on his rattling Hide; 
The more he ſtrove their giddy Rage to quell, 


ee on his Back the Strokes redoubled fell; 
Till 
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Till now they left him wallowing on the Floor, 


1 And ruſh'd impetuous from th' unbolted Door: 
| Each help'd his Comrade with a friendly Teal, 
| And on their Horſe uprear'd the Sacks of Meal, 
Now Purple Morn diſclogd her orient Ray, 
Swift they moy'd on, and pleas d purſu'd thei 
Way. 
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THE 
O HIPMAN'S TALE 
From CHAUCE R. 


HERE liv'd in France, as antient Stories 

'8 tell, 

A wealthy Merchant skill'd in Trading well; 

Wite he was deem'd by all whoſe Maxims hold 

That he's no Ideot who abounds in Gold. 

This thriving Merchant had a buxom Bride, 

Who dearly lov'd th' expenſive Airs of Pride; 

dhe'd frisk abroad to Company and Play, 

Would dance all Night, and frolick all the Day. 

But ſharp's the End of ev'ry vain Deſire, 

ind rampant Wives will frugal Husbands tire; 

heir Pleaſures fly like Shadows on a Wall, 

ud woe to Him whoſe Purſe muſt pay for all. 
X But 
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But tho the Husband of a well-dreſt Wife 


Finds her a coſtly Article of Lite, 

Tis for his Credit we muſt ſtill confeſs, 

His Wife ſhould wear a faſhionable Dreſs ; 
Should make her Viſits in a modiſh Gown, 

And dance like other Ladies of the Town: 

For if the ſtingy Niggard grudge the Coſt, 

And thinks it all extravagantly loſt ; 

A Friend may chance her private Debts to pay, 


And that for certain is a dang'rous Way. | 


This Merchant's Houſe was ſtor d with dainty Wl ; 
Fare, p 
And ev'ry Table ſmil'd with Plenty there; 
From Day to Day his Gueſts unnumber'd came, 
Rich was the Treat, and handſome was the Dame; 


That Men with buxom Wives ſhould thus regale, 


Is wond'rous odd — but III purſue my Tale. 


Among 


ng 


1 


Among his Friends a Monk would oft appear, 
Freſh in the Vigour of his thirtieth Year; 
The Man was form'd with ev'ry comely Grace, 
And had a brisk Aſſurance in his Face; 
His firſt Acquaintance was in early Days, 

And laſted downward from their youthful Plays, 
Twas hence he took the Boldneſs to attend, 
And practis d all the Freedoms of a Friend; 

And fince from out one native Town they came, 
He claim d a Kindred with the Merchant's Name; 
Who proudly owni'd it with a hearty Smile, 

And ſent him Greeting in the Kindred Stile ; 
Thus both were eas d of ey'ry formal Strife, 

And leagu'd in Union to be Friends for Life. 


Free was * Sir John, and by his bounteous 
Care 
Soon gain'd the Love of ey'ry Servant there; 


X 2 The 
* The Monk's Name. | 


B 
The humbleſt Page in all the menial Band 
Shar'd the kind Favours of his gen'rous Hand; 


The Houſe was all in Raptures when he came, 


Bows from my Couſin, Courtſies from my Dame; 
And ey'ry Page with glad Surprize would run, 


Pleas'd as a Bird to view the Riſing Sun. 


It chanc'd the Merchant once a Journey made, 
When Bruges held an annual Mart of Trade, 
But firſt he ſent Sir John a friendly Call 
To take a Day's Diverſion at his Hall, 

And with himſelf, his Kindred, and his Wife, 
To ſpend in Mirth a jovial Hour of Life. 

Sir 2 receiv'd it with a ſecret Pride, 

And ſoon obtain d the Abbot's Leave to ride; II 
For 'twas his Office thro' the Grounds to range, W A: 
To view the Barns, the Paſtures, and the Grange N 
He was the moſt commodious Steward there, 


And all was manag'd by his prudent Care. Ho 
Fort 


de, 


E 


Forth rode Sir John with Preſents half a 
Dozen, 
And who ſo welcome as my Lady's Couſin ? 
He brought a Tub of * Vernage for the Dame, 
And two whole Days they had a jovial Game ; 
Their Tide of Pleaſures flow'd the uſual Way, 
And all Day long 'twas Gluttony and Play. 


But worldly Cares the deareſt Friends will 


part, 
And Buſineſs call'd our Tradeſman to the Mart; 
He roſe betimes his Ledger Rolls to look, 
And ſee how Matters ſtood in ev'ry Book; 
With painful Thought he ſumm d up each Arrear, 


And ballanc'd all th' Expences of the Year ; 
What Debts were owing, and whoſe Bills were 


croſt, | 
How vaſt his Gain aboye the Premier Coft ; 


There 


Verena Wine. 
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There all alone the long Account he made, 


And canvas o'er the myſtic Craft of Trade. 


Sir John too ſtarted from his ſoft Repoſe, 
And waking early with the Morning roſe, 
And as he walk'd among the Garden Trees 
To take the Freſhneſs of the genial Breeze, 
Right up the Walk advanc'd his Couſin's Bride, 
Her infant Daughter waddling by her Side; 
Nor was ſhe of the prating Girl afraid, 

For ſhe was yet a little harmleſs Maid. 


Good Morrow, Couſin, faid the courteous 
Dame, 
But why fo early? You are ſure to blame. 
My Niece, faid he, five Hours in ey'ry Night 
Is Sleep enough for any ſingle Wight; 
For Men whole Paſſions never aim to wed 


With Eaſe are prompted to forſake their Bed, 
| | Tis 
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Tis your old married Drones who ſlumber there, 
And ſnore as ſoundly as a hunted Hare; | 


zut what's the Matter that you look fo pale? 

ome, ſpeak the Cauſe, and let me hear your 
Tale; 

for by this early Vigil that you keep, 

gueſs ſome Frolick has diſturb'd your Sleep; 

[hen in his Face his Paſſions briskly wrought, 

Ind ſhow'd his Mind was tickled with the 

Thought. 


Ah! dear Sir John, my loving Coz faid ſhe, 
us nd ſhook her Head, tis not ſo gay with me, 
or I declare by him who gave me Life, 


e Cauſe enough to rue my Native Morn, 


id curſe the Hour that ever I was born; 
ut with theſe Topicks I muſt not be free, 


er dare I tell how Matters ſtand with me; 
Ti 7000 * 
; Beneath 


here's not in France a more abſtemious Wife ; 


Br. 2 


Beneath my Troubles I ſhall ſurely bend, x 
Or bring my ſelf to ſome untimely End; 1 
Lev'ry Day ſome new Misfortune ſhare, 1 


And my poor Heart is fit to burſt with Care. Hr. 


Sir Fohn beheld her with a deep Surprize, 
And thus return'd — Let me for once adviſe, 
Oh! Heay'n forbid that ſuch a lovely Wife 
For worldly Crofles ſhould deſtroy her Life. 
Come then, my Niece, unboſom all your Grief" 


*Tis ten to one but I may bring Relief b 

And if my Aid your precious Life can fave, 
I ſwear deyoutly I'm your truſty Slave; 1 
And you may fafely on my Oath depend, 


TI ne'er betray the Secrets of my Friend. 
he 


Or 


nd 


The fame to you faid ſhe I freely ſwear, 
Tho Men ſhould all my Limbs in Pieces tear, 
Tho I were certain to be rack d in Hell, 


her 


Tu ncer diſcloſe one Tittle that you tell, id 
Not 


L 9 1 
Nor Friends, nor Kindred, ſhall with all their Art 
Ere wreſt the Secret from my faithful Heart. 


When both the Parties thus had ſworn the ſame, | 


Dame. 


Were TI where no e Knave might hear, 
nd fafe at Diſtance from a treach'rous Ear, 
tell a doleful Legend of my Life, | 
rd with the Hardſhips of a ſuff ring Wife; 
or tho” my Husband from your Kindred ſhoot, 
5 rotten Branch defames * genial Root. 
y all our Saints, quoth be, his filthy Line 
Vas neer ally'd, by Kindred Blood to mine; 
ut I with Craft uſurp'd the ſpecious Name, 
ie more to viſit you, my lovely Dame, 


or whom full oft 1 feel a tingling Smart, 


ict 


nd whoſe ſweet Face is pictur d in my Heart. 
ben now, my Love, diſmiſs your anxious Fear, 
id let me all the fad N arration hear : ? 


Y Unfold 


They Kkiſt like Friends, and then began my | 
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Unfold your Grievance, Cer his frightfil Face 
Imperious comes, and drives you from the Platt 
Ah! dear Sir Pohn, reply d the conſcious Dame 
Fain would I hide a Husband's ſecret Shame, 
My Heart ſhould cover what my Eips unſbld, 


But ah! *twill burſt, nor can I longer hold. | 
5 T 55 


% 


My wicked Husband is the vileſt Via! 
That ere vex'd Woman ſince the World bega 
And tho, „it may be, ſhe's a naughty Wife, | 
Who tells the Secrets of her private Life 1 
A Wife, they ſay, ſhould be a prudent Dame, 


And hngely careful of her Husband's Fame; 
Yet I of Husbands this Experience have, | 
That mine's a worthleſs mean, penurious Knaye 
You know we Women fix Delights purſue, | 
And tis our Nature to demand our Due; | 
A Man that's bold, wife, airy; rich and free, 
A Man that's buxom, a the — fox me. I. 
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Now I muſt pay a hundred Franks in Town, 


The Purchaſe of a rich embroider d Gown, 
That for his Credit I with decent Pride, 
May dreſs next Sunday like a Merchant's Bride; 


1 But if I dont wipe off this large Arrear, | : 
roc leaſt Neglect will coſt me wond'rous dear z 5 
ua 1d chuſe rather to be fil unborn, 
han ſtand expos d to any Tradeſman's Scorn; 
gan but if my Husband ſhould this Secret gain, 5 


m loſt for ever, and ſhall dye with Pain. N 
Then good: Sir John, lend me a hundred Franks, 
ip d Fl return them with a Thouſand Thanks; 
1 furely pay you with a ſpeedy Care, 

ind grant you all the Favours that I dare; | 
er if 1 fail you on the appointed Time, | 
ay Heav'n in Anger then purſue the Crime; 

nd Fate confound me with a dire Miſchance, N 


great as ere was * Gex1L0N s of France. 


e. * Genilon, or Genilion yd the Adil of the Chriſtians * 


b \rlenaigne ta the Saracens, and was for that Treachery torn in 
N es with four Horſes. 
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Sir John was tickled with a ſecret Flame, 
And thus return'd his Anſwer to the Dame; 
By all that's ſacred I ſincerely Wear 
That I for you a vaſt Affection hears x; 

And now with Joy embrace the friendly Part 
To eaſe the Cares that vex your anxious Heart; 


For when your Husband is to Flanders gone, 


Depend upon't your Buſineſs ſhall be done; 
Be ſure that you our mutual Oath uphold, [ 
And take this Kiſs in Earneſt of my Gold; 
Go, order Dinner to be ready ſoon, 

For by my Dial tis the Hour of Noon. 


Away ſhe ſcamper'd with a ſmiling Look, 
And ifſird forth her Orders to the Cook; 
Then quick ſhe mounted to the Chamber Floot 
And knock'd full boldly at her Husband's Doo 
Qui la quoth he. Tis I am here, my Love, N 
What mean you thus to ſit and ſtarye above! 

| Lord 


L aps 3 

Lord! when will all this long Account be made? 
The - Duce- confound theſe tedious Folks of 

Trade. | 
Thy Wealth has proſper'd to a large Degree, 
And Mammon is a bounteous God to thee ; 
Then let thy Bags in Peace a while remain, 
And plod no longer on theſe Works of Gain. 
For is it not a moſt unfriendly Crime 
That poor Sir John goes faſting all this Time? 
'Tis highly ſhameful he ſhould ſtarve and pine, 
Then prithee come, let's go to _ and dine. 


Dame, nd. the Merchant thou rt a angle 
Wife, 
And unexperienc d in a Tradeſman's Life ; 
Nor doſt thou know what dang rous Slips are 
made, 2 O 11 ont at Ait 49 
What mighty Hazards are ſuſtain d in Trade; 
For by the Shrine of our ador d Saint Ive, 
dearee Ten in Twenty make a ſhiſt to thrive; 
| A 
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A Tradeſman has a Warfare here below, 
And he muſt ever make a thriving Show-; 
Muſt bear the Outſide of a wealthy Man, 
And * the World before him as he can; 
Be ſure with Caution his Affairs to hide, 
Till Death approach, or till he ſteps aſide, 
For thus tis needful in this worldly Strife; 54 
To fail with Credit down the Stream of Life;- 
A ſmall Experience will in Time perſuade 
'L hat full of Dangers is the Chance of Trade. 


# 
Bn 
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You know To-morrow at the Dawn of Day 
That I to Hruges muſt purſue my Way 
But III diſpatch me with a ſpeedy Care, 

Nor do I mean to play the Rover there. 
Now I beſeech thee to regard ty Life, 
And ſhew the Prudence of a frugal Wiſe; 
Thou haſt enough: in Conſcience. for n 
Nor can a — ask for more; IB 
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Thy Stock of Victuals will the Houſe uphold," 
Thy Clothes are new, thy Parſe 3s lin'd with 
Gold ; N Jour 
A Wife like thee can never ſay ſhe's poor: 
And at the Word he lock'd his Counter Door. 


Then down he came, a Maſs was quickly aid, 


And all in haſte the Table-Cloth was laid; 
The Board was fill'd with ev'ry dainty Thing. 
And gay Sir John was feafted like a King. 


& II : 


When Grace was faid, Sir John with filent Fear, 
Thought on the Promiſe that he ow'd his Dear; 


Then took the Merchant to a private Place, 


And thus beſpoke him with an earneſt Face. 
ſce, dear Couſin, Things are order'd ſo, 


That you to Bruves are reſolv d to go, 


May Heav'n attend you with a ſignal Care, 
And good Saint Auſtin be your Guardian there. 
But, O, my Friend, be cautious how to ride, 
Go wiſely on, and Temp'rance. be your Guide. 
And 


— — 
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Wu 
And if there's any Thing by Day by Night, 
And if 'tis in my Power, or in my Might, 
Declare with Freedom what your Soul would 
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have, 
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And you at Pleaſure may command your Slave. 


But ere you go, this one Requeſt attend, 
And grant a fond Petition of your Friend; 


T beg you'd lend me for a diſtant Day 
A hundred Franks, which I'm oblig'd to pay 


For certain Beaſts a Field of ours to ſtore: 

IT wiſh with all my Heart 'twas yours and more. 
But guard it cloſe from any conſcious Sight, 
And let your Hand be ſecret as the Night; 
So ſhall my Heart this friendly A& revere, 


And all the Fayours T've experienc'd here. 


Coz, quoth the Merchant, 'tis a ſmall Requeſt 
My Purſe is open at my Friends Beheſt; 


Nay 


T 


ſt 


ay 
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Nay all my Stores I gladly would unfold, 

And you as freely may command my Gold. 

But this your juſt Experience muſt allow 

That ready Rhino is the Trader's Plow ; 

For tho' with Credit we a while may borrow, 

And none who lends to-day, will ask to-morrow; 

Vet to be plain, I cannot think 'tis clever 

To let a courteous Tradeſman ſtay for ever. 

But, dear Sir John, your own Convenience ule, | 

The Time's moſt proper that my Friend ſhall 
chuſe. 


With that he told him out a hundred Franks, 
fle cring d obſequious, and return'd his Thanks; | 
or did a Soul this pri vate Buſineſs 1 | 
But all was cloſe from ew ry Eye and Ear. 
Ihen in they came to drink, and chat, and play, 
ind laugh'd, and revell d in the uſual Way; 
aus paſt the Evening, till returning Home 
arth rode Sir ohn, and react'd the Abbey Dome. 
Z When 
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When Morning roſe, the Merchant croſt his 


Steed, 
And pac'd to Bruges with an earneſt Speed; 
In all his Acts he ſhow'd a worldly Care, 
And bargain'd cheap for ev'ry Dealer's Ware; 
Nor revell'd he in any modiſh Vice, 
Nor gam'd with Bullics at the Box and Dice; 
Nor broke th Allegiance that he ow'd his Wife, 
But wiſely led an honeſt Tradeſman's Life. 


A few Days aſter gay Sir John appear d, 
Freſh was his Look, and newly ſhay'd his Beard; 
The Houſe receiy'd him with their uſual Grace, 
And all were pleas d to ſee his gen'rous Face. 
| But no to lead ye with a brisker Gale, 
| 4 And touch the ſov'reign Criſis of my Tale ö 
"Twas order d ſo that by a crafty Game 
This golden Sum was paid the Merchant's Dame. 


dit 


Us 


fe, 


ume. 


dir 


E 
dir John regal d it with this lovely Wife, 
And both my Couſins led a buxom Life; 
Till he in Prudence ſaw his Hour to ſtart, 
And ſo took leave as uſual to depart; 


For all was manag'd with a dext'rous Care, 


Nor was Sir John at all ſuſpected there; 
Thence we'll behold him on his Journey home, 


Or leave him where his Fancy pleas'd to roam. 


But now from Fair the punctual Merchant 
came, 

And gallop'd home to banquet with his Dame; | 

Full much he chatted o'er their plenteous Cheer, 


The Mart was bad, and Things ſo wond'rous 


dear, 
That he in a Recognizance was bound, 
And had engag'd to pay a Thouſand Pound; 
And now to Paris muſt he bend his Care, 


To ſue for Aid his rich Acquaintance there. 


2 2 To 
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To Paris then this thrifty Merchant rode, 
And ſhap'd his Progreſs to Sir Johns Abode; 
Yet not to him of craving Wants begun, 

Nor feign'd a Viſit to diſguiſe a Dun; 
But made his Ent'rance in a gen rous Way, 


Like old Acquaintance to regale and play. 


[ Sir John with Rapture view'd his friendly WI 1 
| Gueſt, 
| 1 And ſoon prepar'd him a luxurious Feaſt; T 
1 The Merchant prattled with a chearful Air, Fi 
1 And told him all his Buſineſs at the Pair. Ar 
1 But Talk of Money ſtung Sir John with Pain, 
I | And thus he anſwer'd in a flatt'ring Strain. | 
| I'm glad, dear Couſin, you're return'd in Health, 1 
| [ And were I bleſt with any Hoard of Wealth, + 
1 Did my lean Purſe in worldly Pelf abound, 
| I'd freely aid you with a Thouſand Pound. 4 


The 


3s it 
The Gold you lent me, I repay'd your Dame, 
And ſhe by certain Tokens knows the ſame. 

But I muſt now important Calls attend, 

And urgent Buſineſs tears me from my Friend; 
Adieu! may Fortune crown your profp'rous Life, 


Adicu! and bear my Greeting to your Wife. 


* 


The Merchant ſoon diſpatch'd his grand Affair, 
ad haſted home ward with a joyful Air; 
Fluſt'd with Succeſs he found in ev'ry Part 
That a full Purſe procures the lighteſt Heart; 
For Tradeſman- like he gilded all his Pain, 
And knew the Coſt was nothing to the Gain. 


To meet her Spouſe adyanc'd his loyely Dame, 


A; 'twas her duteous Cuſtom when he came; 
I, 


In Scenes of Mirth they ſpent the welcome Day, 


nd revelld in Extravagance of Play. 
or he was quite a Stranger to the Spleen, 


he Smiles of Fortune in his Looks were ſeen; 


he 1 
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He ſhar'd no pining Debtor's hungry Curſe, 


Nor felt the Plagues that haunt an empty Purſe 
So when they'd box'd about the Good Old Cauſe, 
And weary Mirth at laſt requir'd a Pauſe ; 

The Merchant thus beſpoke his am'rous Dame, 
And ſcem'd to kindle with an angry Flame. 


I thought you'd been a more ingenuous Wik: 


Than thus to raiſe me ſuch a hateful Striſe; | 
To make my Couſin's friendly Love decline, . 
And ſet his Heart at Variance ſo with mine. 1 
For ſure you ought in Prudence to have told n 
That he to you had firſt return'd'my Gold. 7 
I gueſs that he ſome dark Reſentment took, 5 
And view'd Diſturbance in his cloudy Look. k 
Then tell me, Dear, if any One there be * 
Who in my Abſence pays his Debts to thee; 1 


Leſt I perhaps aſſert a dang'rous Claim, 


And wrong my Friend by ſome injurious Aim. 


She 


1 


She heard with Anger, and began to rave, 
[ tell thee, Dear, Sir John's a Scoundrel Knave; 
For by th' Immortal Pow'rs I thought that he 
Had made a Preſent of this Gold to me; 
and by a gen'rous Gratitude expreſt 
The juſt Requital of a welcome Gueſt. 
But if my Spouſe this ſmall Demand purſues, 
And claims from me the Payment of his Dues ; 
Come, take the Tribute of my youthful Charms, 
And cancel all theſe Payments in my Arms; 
For hear me now the ſerious Truth unfold, 
That on my Habit T've beſtow'd your Gold. 
believe me, Deareſt, J regard your Fame, 
Ard fain would dreſs me like a Merchant's Dame: 
My blooming Joys ſhall all theſe Debts remove, 
And I'll be never in Arrears of Love; 
My Arms ſhall meet thee with a pleaſing Chear, 
Come, turn thee hither, and forgiye thy Dear. 
The 


[ 1 


The Merchant fund it was 1n vain to chide, 
And feigning Kindneſs thus beſpoke his Bride, 
Since what is paſt we never can recall, 


T wave the Payment, and forgive thee all. 
But prithee, Wife, theſe coſtly Airs withhold, 


And be no more ſo avih of my Gold. 


| 
[ 
' 
* 
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ll; Thus ends my Tale, may Fortune crown our 
1 5 Lives 
| 4 With Wealth enough fo us, and /. omething for 
ll our Wives. | 
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EPIGRAM 
mitated from the GREEK. 


T H O' Faction blows from Gallia's cloudy 


Plain, 
And Rapine thunders from, the Shores of Spain, 


ur 
Nek is the Strife, while CæSAKs guardian 


Hand 


Rules his own Seas, and ſhades Britannia's 


Land; 
Thoſe adverſe Winds may humbler Trees deform, 


or 


But Britain's Oak for ever brayes the Storm. 
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HOMER's Thad, 


TRANSLATED 


INTO 


ENGLISH VERSE. | 


[ | 1887: ] 
The ARGUMENT. 


HrysEs the Prieſt of Apollo came to the 
x Grecian Camp gwith very coſtly reſents to 
redeem” his Daughtes Chip leis ; | but meeting 
with a Repulſe from Agamemnon, he prayed to 
Apollo to revenge the Injury, and obtained of 
him to ſend a Peſtilence among the Grecian Army, 
Achilles ſummons a Council to find out the Cauſe 
of the Peſtilence, which 1s declared by Calchas 
to be the Aﬀront offered to Chryſes by Agamem- 
ron, in refuſing to ſend back his Daughter. Aga- 
memnon being highly provoked, reproaches Cal- 
chas, enters into a ur wihh Achilles; and 
being obliged to reftore his uten Captive, takes 
away Briſeis from Achilles's Tent, which occa- 
ſions Achilles to withdraw his Forces from the 
| Reſt of the Greeks. Thetis the Mother of Achil- 
les engages Jupiter 79 revenge the, Afront offered 
her Son by giving Viftory to the Trojans. Hut 
Juno having gotten Notice of it, begins à very 
harſh Debate with Jupiter, which is at laſt) 
appeas'd by the Meas of Vulcan. F; 
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MEA CHILLES Wrath, a fatal Source of 


Woes, 


hat on the Warrior Greeks unnumber'd rol 

) Goddeſs ſing; What Crowds of Heroes Ghoſts 
ere ſwept untimely to the ian Coaſts, 

hile Dogs and ev'ry Vulture of the Plain 
und a rich Banquet in the Heaps of Slain ; 
Such 


Le 
Such was the Will of Jove, what Time begun 
The Strife Attides raisd with Peleus Godli 


Son. 


What God Jig Maſe, produc'd th' inteſtine þ 
And urg'd the fiery Chiefs to mutual Wars? 


Latona's Son, who ſprung from ou? 8 Embna 
For the proud Monarch by his Prieſt's Diſgrac 
Incens d the God; hence ſwift by his Comm: 


Contagion roſe, and ſwept the Grecian Bands 
For Chryſes brought of Gifts a coſtly Stote, 
His Daughter's Ranſom, to the crowded Shore 
And way'd the awful Enſigns of his God, 
Where Laurel Wreaths hung round the Gale 
Rod; | 
And-all the Hoſt with ſuppliant Voice implot 
But A#rous Sons with chief Reſpect adord 
Whom Greece the Sor reigns of her Army che 
And humbiy thus the Sire s Oration roſe. 


dat 
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0 Atreus' Sons, and Greeks of warlike Might, 
ay all the Gods who crown th Oꝶmpian Height, 
rant you to raze proud Iium's lofty Tow'rs, 
Ind ſafe toGrecce reſtore your conqu'ring Pow'rs; 
ut for this Ranſom let my Pray'r ſucceed, 

t my dear Daughter from her Lord be freed ; 


| Jo Phehus Son of Fove your Rev'rence ſhow, - 
ie God, who bends the far-deſtroying Bow. 


The Warrior Hoſt their Voice united gave | 
Wh: prieſt to rev'rence, and reſtore the Slave; 
but Atreus Son the Sire's Requeſt deny'd, 

i ſternly thus th imperious King replyd; 
aſte, haſte, depart, obey my ſtrict Command, 
Wc over more approach this Naval Strand; 
> thou in yain extend thy Golden Rod, 

d wave in vain the Garlands of thy God; 

une is thy Daughter, ſhe's the Prize of Arms, 
d ſhall be mine, till Age deſtroy her Charms; 


Far 


| 


| 


l 

i 
\ 
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A 
Far hence at Argos have I fix'd her Doom, 
To grace my Bed, or ply the curious Loom; 
Haſte, on thy Life, nor tempt this Arm to ſhoy 
What Fate may ſeine thee, if my Fury glow; 


The Sire appald at this commanding Strain | 
Paſs'd mute beſide the hoarſe-reſounding Main, 
Far off he wander'd o'er the lonely Way, 1 
And thus invok'd th' Imperial Pow 'r of Day. 
God of the Silver Bow, thou Guard Divine 
Of Chryſa's Walls, and Cilla's awful Shrine, 


gy JS .xX mw” 


Thou ſov'reign Pow rin Tenedos renown'd, 
If I with Wreaths thy holy Dome have crown 
With Fat of Bulls and Goats ſupply'd thy Fin 
O gracious Smmtheus, hear thy Prieſts Deſire) 
Let haughty Greece celeſtial Vengeance know, 
Bleed for my 2 and ſeel thy fatal Bow. 


IT e. 


So pray'd the Wan en hath his ties, 1 


Then fierce deſcending from the loſty Skies, 
The 
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The Bow and Quiver o er his Shoulders hung, 
His Shafts reſounded, as he ruſh'd along. 
Thus dark with Rage, and gloomy as the Night, 
Prone to the Ships th' Avenger bent his Flight, 
Twen ftocd aloof to aim the Shafts of Woe, = 
aud horribly he twang d his Silver Bow; 
. Firſt Dogs and Mules his burning Arrow flew, 


Then thro the Hoſt the wing d Contagion flew 


Death fill'd the Camp, and many a Fun'ral Pyre 
Uproſe with one inceſſant Stream of Fire. 


Nine Days his Arrows pierc'd their waſting 


Bands. | | 

MI The Tenth, infpir'd by Tund's high Commands, 
fre Care of dying Greece awak'd her Fears. 

, Achilles ſummon d all the warlike Peers. 

Soon as the Chieſs their Seats in Council choſe, 
With Voice divine the Son of Peleus roſe. 

| fear, Atrides, ſtom this fatal Plain 

Greece muſt return erroneous Oer the Main, 


B b If 


a 
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If Greece can fly from Death's s pretnifcnous Woe, 

Here ſweeps the Plagne, and there the Tn 
Doe. 4 | 

But of fome Prophet be the Cauſe inqtird, 

Some Prieſt, or ſage by myſtic Dreams impir d, 

From Fove deſcend & Vifions of the Night, 

Why rages thus the angry Pow'r of Light; 

For Vows with-held, or Hecatombs refus'd 

To him, by Phebus ate the Greeks accusd. | 

From the fell Vengeance ſhall our Hot be fired | 

If Lambs and Goats around his Altar bleed. 


He fate, and then prophetic Calchas roſe, 
Whom Greece her Pilot for his Wiſdom choſe, 
Supream of Seers, to w bon by Phæbus ſhown 
Paſt, preſent, ſuture at View were Known; 


His Voice he raisd, and with a conſcious Fear 


Thus to the warlike Hero fooke the 12 


c, 


FE 


Doſt thou command me, lov'd of 7ove, to ſhow 
Why Phebus bends his far-deftroying Bow ? 
Firſt grant the Sanction of thy faithful Word, 
And ſwear to aid me with that conqu'ring Sword, 
I gueſs my Speech the Monarch's Rage will bring, 
And how ſhall Subjects truſt an angry King? 
Tho he perhaps no blaze of Paſſion ſhows, 
Fierce in his Mind the dark Reſentment glows; 
The ſtern Revenge will have its fated Hour, 
Swear, wilt thou ſhield me from the Arm of 

Pow'r ? 


To whom the Prince, let not thy Fears conceal 
The Truth, which Phabs prompts thee | to 
reveal; 
For by the God, on whom thy Pray'r attends, 
Whoſe heav'vly Preſcience on thy Breaſt doſtonds, 
While Life u upholds me on this hoſtits Strand, 
Thou need ſt not fear the moſt reyeogeful Hand, 
Bb 2 Not 
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Not his, who from the Blood of Atreus ſprings; 
And boaſts himſelf to be the King of King 


| 
| 
4 
l 
i 
l 


Embolden'd thus replyd the blameleſ Sage, 
Then hear the Cauſe 8 great Appolls F __ 
For Vows with-held, Js Hecatombs refus d 


i e000 


To him, by Phgbus is no Greek accus d; "RL. 
The coſtly Ranſom by the King diſdain'd, 


T he Prieſt diſhonour'd, and the Maid detain, 
Theſe down on us the Wrath of Phwbus drew, 
And hence the Sha of fierce Contagian flew. 
Nor ſhall the God's vindiQive Arm be ſtay'd, 
Till Greece unranſom'd waft the beauteous Maid 
With Hecatombs F& Chryſa's injur'd Shrine, 
The Gifts perhaps 7 ſooth the Rage Divine. 


He fate, but low ring with Revenge and Grief 
Sprung from his Throne the Greeks Imperial 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Dark in his Breaſt the ſtormy Paſſions riſe. 
Fire ſhoots in Flaſhes from his glaring Eyes; 
With frowning Looks he view'd the hoary Sage, 
And his Words follow'd with the Voice of Rage. 


Augur of Ills, for ev'ry Speech from thee 


Still comes attended with a Curſe to me, 


dme envious Counſel doſt thou ſtill impart, 

Fill thy Tongue ſpeaks the Rancour of thy 
Heart, | " 

nd now when Phebus bends his deadly Bow, 

is I'm the Cauſe of this avenging Blow, 

or that T ſtill the {ſplendid Gifts deſpiſe, 

ond as I am to keep the beauteous Prize. 

ot Clytemneſtra, my Imperial Bride, 

pousd by me in all her Virgin Pride, 


cells the Maid in one ſuperiour Grace, 

Arts, in Manners, « or the Charms of Face. 

et hear me yield dex to the Public Good, 

r Greece ſhall periſh in her Warriors Blood. 

| But 
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But mark me, Princes, be it now your Care 
To ſee me honour with an equal Share. 


If Greece to me this ſecond Claim denics, 

Say, is it juſt that the reſumes my Prize. {I 
This Anſwer Ran Achilles boldly gave, Jud 
O what, minds would thy Av'rice crave? | 
For how, — . Monarch, can the Grecian Voie 


Grant thee l the Suffrage of a Choice? 


Can we reſume each private Warrior 8 Right 


| 


And part anew the vaſt Rewards of Fight? | 
Yield thou the 


"mn 


Maid, and welt immenſely piy 


f 
Thy fo reign ofs i in that Viftorious Day, 
When Joe $ 155 ſhall Priam s Walls deſtroy 
And glut our Army with the Spoils of Troy. 


To whom the King, what tho that marti 


Grace 


* thee a Chicf like c Heay' n's immortal R Rac 


. | 
| 


* 
1 i 
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Think not, Inſidions, that my firm Decree 3 


Shall be o'er-rul'd with flatt'ring Words by thee: 


Maſt I no beauteous Prize inglorious have, 


And thou be honour'd with thy lovely Slave? | | 


(Poſt thou demand the Maid? our Will complies, 


f Greece reward us with an equal Prize: 


rot: the Prize of ax ſhall be mine, 
Jes 
Jr, great Achilles, I may ſeize on thine ; 


r from Ulyſſes bear his Captive Dame, 


nd let him rage, who ſuffers by the Shame. 


rt this maturer Counſel ſhall explain— 
Pay . 


ow launch our Bark along the rolling Main, 


it be the Oars to skilful Hands diſposd, 
ext be the votive Hecatomb inclos d; 


hen to the Deck the fair CHryſeis wh 
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e Charge of 4 Jax, or of Creta's King; ; 
grave Ulyſſes, or be thou the Guide, | 


. erce as thou art, unrival d in thy Pride ; 
act 


[hid the fell Shaft of "Vengeance ceaſe to glow. 


Then 


ton d by lice let Heav'n propitious grow, | 


1 
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Then frown'd the Chich, and ſpoke in angry 
Strain, 
Proud Inſolence, and ſordid Craft of Gain, 


* 


What Greek commanded by thy Sov'reign Word 


Shall march the Slaye 8 ſuch a haughty Lord? 

Whom wilt thou ſend obſequious to the Fight, 

The Field by Day, thi Ambuth in the Night? 

What War have I 0 Troy ? her plund'ring 
Hand | 

Seiz d not the Spoils of Flebiseplenteom Land; 


My Fruits, my Herds, my warlike Race of Steed 
Were never thinn'd by 7 roy's rapacious Deeds; 10 
Rocks dark with Wood ſurround my wealthy 
Stores, | 

Seas roar between our far-divided Shores, 

Embark'd to Trey our fre Battalions came, No 
What, but th' Avcnger of thy private Shame G- 
We arm'd our Legions in thy Brother's Caute, Ane 
And fought, diſdainful, for * ole Applauſe; 
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Long bave I toil, and much endur d in Fight, 
And will thy Menace ſeize a Warrior's Right? 
The law ful Prize that Greece confer'd on me, 
But never equalłd in Reward with the. 
From ail the Cities by our Arms deſtroy'd, 
When has my Hand fo great a Share enjoy'd ? 
Tho' I ſuſtain the Wars impetuous Toil, 
Thine is the largeſt Portion of the Spoil; 
What but ſome Trifle have I ſtill acquir'd 


Spent in the Fight, and to my Ships retir'd ? 
That now to Phthia with their ſable Prores 
Shall waft Achilles from theſe hoſtile Shores; 
„pen Tm diſgracd, miſtaken Greece ſhall ſee 


thy How her proud Arms will be enrich d by thee 
Fly, cry'd the Monarch with a ſcornful Voice, 
Nor at my Suit ſuſpend th inglorious Choice, 
ne! 


Greece will adorn me with her brave Allies, 
And Jove himſelf youchſafe divine Supplies; 


e Kings 


| | ak 1 
| Kings to the Gods their hind nly Nurture owe, | 


And of thoſe Kings art thou my greateſt Foe: A 
Strife and Debate, barbarian Luft of Fight, 
And Fields of Horror are thy fierce Delight; on 
What tho thy Strength in War fo wond'rous A. 
prove, 0 
The Strength that arms thee is the Gift of ove. MW At 
Hafte, and embark, explore thy native Lands, Wl W 
Rule thy own Slaves, the Myrmydonian Bands; A. 


But hear the Menace that deſcends from me Di 
1 Firm and regardleſs of thy Rage and thee; Fe 
. The Prize, the God forbids me to detain, Be 


My Bark ſhall waft attended o'er the Main; Al 
Then ſhall this Hand thy loyd Briſeis claim, I] 
Rapt from thy Tent Fl bear the beauteous I. 


Dame, Al 

Thou ſhalt confeſs my How r, and All ſhall ſce FB: 

Juſt are their Fears who dare to riyal me. Dc 
| 

W 


With 
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With that the Chief a ſullen Rage expreſt, 
And the deep Thought hung wav'ring in his 
Breaſt, 

Should now his Sword the fell Revenge aſſert, 
And force its Paſſage to the Tyrant's Heart : 

Or ſhould he let th impetuous Wrath retire, 
And the rough Tempeſt in a Calm expire. 

While Rage and Reaſon thus by Turns perſuade, 
And in Suſpenſe he held the glitt'ring Blade, 
Down ruſh'd Minerva from the Queen of Jove, 
For both were equal in her guardian Love, 
behind ſhe ſeiz'd his yellow Hair (his Eyes 
Alone beheld) then ſtarting with Surprize 

He knew 'twas Pallas by her awful Sight 

That flaſh'd upon him in a Glare of Light; 

And cry'd, O Goddeſs, whoſe Almighty Sire 
bears the grim Agis, and the Bolts of Fire, 
Doſt thou deſcend to ſee, O heav'nly Guide, 


What Wrongs I ſuffer from Atrides Pride? 
Cc2 Th 
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Th' inſulting Tyrant, truſt my ſtedfaſt Word, \ 
Soon on his Head will * th avenging Sword, A; 


Then ſpoke the Goddeſs with cerulean Eyes, 
To calm thy Rage I [eſt my native Skies, 0 


To thee commiſſion d by the Queen of Jove, Ir 
You both are equal in her guardian Love, 


In Words opprobrions ſpend thy hery Mood, 
But let thy Sword abhor the Guilt of Blood. 
Thou, be affur'd, for this Diſgrace ſhalt ſce 
Gifts of vaſt Price unnumberd riſe on thee, 
Hear, and obey. Then he. O Power divine, 
Fierce tho' my Heart to bloody Rage incline, 
Thy Counſel, Goddeſs, claims my wiſer Choice, 3c 
Since Heay'n propitious hears tir obedient Voice. YT) 
Thus ſpoke the Chief obſequious to her Word, Tha 
Then graſp'd the Hit, and ſheath'd the mighty WCut 
Sword. | Nov 
While Pallas mounting to the Realms above And 


Mix'd with the Gods around the Dome of Jobe. 
Not 


4 oe: 
vor would the Chief his boiling Wrath aſſuage, 
at furious thus renew'd the Words of Rage. 


0 ftrong in Wine, what Impudence of Eyes! 
Io Coward Heart beneath a fierce Diſguiſe ! 

Tis Death to thee a Warrior's Arms to wield, 

To form an Ambuſh, or to face the Field; 

Tis afer much for thy rapacious Hands 

To rob thro' all the wide- extended Bands 
|Who'ere reſiſts thee, when thy Av'rice craves, 
Thou pland'ring Tyrant o'er à Race of Slaves; 
For durſt they now to brave Revenge proceed, 
This, this had been thy laſt opprobrious Deed. 
but hear Pelides by this Scepter ſwear, 

That never more ſhall Leaves or Branches wear, 
That once disbark'd ſhall never fpront anew, 

Cut from the Tree that on the Mountain grew; 
Now form'd by Steel a Scepter of Gommand, | 
and born by Juſtice in her awful Hand; 


— 


This 


| 


l 
j 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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This the great Sandton of my Words ſhall prove, 


This facred Enſign of the Laws of ove, q 
Ih 
Greece ſhall in vain i implore Pelides* Aid, 
No 
Swept o'er the Field by Hefor's conqu'ring 
Thi 


Blade, | 
When his deftroyin Arm ſhall wide extend, 
Then ſhalt thou 058 unable to defend, 
And waſte thy arixivns Soul in Rage to ſee 
The brayeſt Greek 


was thus diſgrac'd by thee, 


| 
His Scepter then, a Frame of curious Mold, 
And rich emboſs'd with glitt'ring Stars of Gold, 
Fierce on the Ground the angry Warrior threw, 
Then frowning fate The King more furious 
grew: 
Wrath and Revenge his gloomy Breaſt inſpire; 
When ſmooth of Speech uproſe the Pylian Site 
When Neſtor's Voice the Pow'r of Wiſdom 
ſhow'd, 


Like I Dew his ſweet Expreſſion flow'd; 
'Twic 


| 
| o 
| 


| 


11 
'Wrivice had he view'd within his Pylian State 


The Race of Man ſucceſſive yield to Fate; 
Now reigning o'er the Third, the Royal Sage 
ros ſpoke the Prudence of experienc d Age. 


Gods! what a Woe to Greece / what ardent 


Joy 
hall Priam feel, and all the Sons of Troy! 
hen Troy ſhall hear what fatal Strife befel 


ou, who in Council as in Arms excel. | 

but hear, young Warriors, nor my Words deſpiſe, 

or braver Chiefs have heard me oft ad viſe; 

nce I, who never ſhall their Equals view, 

firithous, Ceneus, and Exadius knew; 

Vryas the Guardian of his People ſtood; 

reat Polypheme in Vigour match'd a God ; 

Form divine the mighty Theſeus bore; 

heſe, theſe the Palm of earthly Valour wore, 

ganſt the ſtrongeſt Foes their Pow'r employ d, 
1 d the fierce Monſters of the Hills deſtroy'd. 

=_ © Call'd 


ire 


fa 


| 
N - 
* 


| 
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Calfd by their Kind F left my Pylian Sou, 
And try'd my Prove i in the warlike Toll; 


Our braveſt Chiefs would theſe in Combat fear, ; 
Theſe with Reſpect would Neftor's Counſel hea 3 
Now mark obſequious what my Words ad viſe. 2 
Atrides, ſeize not on the beauteous Prize; . 
Great as thou art, canſt thou in Juſtice craye 2 
The ſacred Prize that Greee united gave? 5 
Nor thou Pelides, yaunt thy Strength above Y 
The firſt in Honour by the Grant of Fove, Y 


"Tis His, the Chief of 1 Kings to ſhine; 
Strength in the Field, N born, is thine. 
But arm'd with Pow'r the great Atrides ftands 


Vaſt is his Sway, and l the num'rous Bands 


Now, Monarch, ceaſe, the ſi ppliant Voice © 

Age 
Soon ſhall attempt to calm the Hero's Rage, 
Whom Greece embattel a in this Field of Woe | 


Finds a ure Bubvark wo 0 oppole the Foe, 


* 


1 
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0 Sire, teply's 0 the king, thy Words are - wile, 
But ſee to what this haughty Chief would riſe, 


Muſt he Oer All his lawleſs Pow's diſplay ? 
Muſt All, All bend to his impetious Sway? 
ſtom th immortal Gods his Valour ſprung, 
let where's his Title to a railing Tongue? 200 


Whom interrupting with a fierce Diſdain 


The Warrior thus reſum'd his angry Strain 
ould T regard thee, or thy Mandates hear, 


Fell might I ſhow the ſervile Marks of Fear, 

o thy own Vaſſals urge the proud Decree, 

Nor waſte in vain that lordly Voice on me. | 
he Captive Dame, obſerve my faithful Word, 
Mall never in her Cauſe unſheath my und; 

s Hand with thee all future Strife ſhall wave 
Ince G reece has rob d me of the Prize ſhe gave. | 


Nhat other Spoil our fable Ships contain, 
om theſe let thy rapacious Hand refrain; 


Dd. Came, 


[ 2t6 J 
Come, if thou dar'ſt, and try the fatal Chance, 


For thy Hearts $ Blood ſhall ſtream upon my 
Lance. | 4 
The Scene of Diſcord ' now began to cloſe, 
And fierce Achilles, as the Council roſe, | 
March'd 1 with Patr al and his ſocial Train, 
Where, near the Terits, his Veſſels crown'd, the 
Main. 
Meanwhile Atrides launch d along the + Shore 


His Galley row'd by twice ten choſen Oars, 
Firſt for the God an Hecatomb inclos'd, 
Then fair Chryſeis on the Deck diſpos'd ; 
The wiſe C 2 was te princely Guide, 
And as the Ship went ati er the T ide, . 


A full Luftration by the King's Commands q 
Soon was ordain d to cleanſe the warlike Bands; Ir 
When thro' the Camp the ritual F Form had paſt T 
And all Impure was down the Ocean caſt; 4 

( 


To Phebus blaz'd the 7 wn __ 
And Bulls __ Goats along the Coaſt * ˖ A 


[ 


| 
| 
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Park from the Shore the fav'ry Fumes ariſe, 
And the rich Vapour ftreams into the Skies, 


While thus the Hoft their ſacred Rites expreſt, 
Glow'd the ftern Menace in Aries Breaſt; 
Who cryd, Talthybius, hear our high Decree, 
That ſpeaks the ſame, Eurybatus, to thee; _ 
Haſte to Achilles Tent, from thence convey 
The fair Briſeis; bid her Lord obey; Gs 
Elſe, what his angry Soul will more inflame, 
With Arms TIl come, and ſeize the beauteous 


Dame. 


Slow, but Coe to ) his ſtern Command, 
Came the two Heralds o'er the waſteful Strand, 


Where the bold Myrmidons o 'erſpread the Plain, 
In their high Tents that roſe beſide the Main; 
There fate the Hero in his Tent repos d, 

Who at their View an anxious Look diſclos d; 
But when the Heralds made their awful Pauſe, 


And ſilent ſtood ; his Heart preſag d the Cauſe; 
p " © Dd3 "©" Apptojchy. 
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Approach, he ery'd, aſfar'd of Safety move, 


Ve Miniſters of Moral and of 7ove ; 


To fetch my beautcous Prize I know you came 
From your proud King; tis him alone I blame. 
Bring forth the Maid, Hatroclus, ice, my Friend, | 


See my fair Captive on her Guides attend. 

But witneſs, Heralds, and my. Words record 
To Gods and Men, and your. inhuman Lord, 
If ever Creece ſhall my Aſſiſtance. crave, 

And want this Arm he dying Hoſt to fave 
Raſh is your King, by giddy Rage inclin'd, 
Loft in the Frenzy of his thoughtleſs Mind, 
Nor views the Paſt, nor knows his future Woe, 


Nor when with Arms ſecure to meet the Foe, 


Patroclus then his deareſt Friend obey'd, 
And to her Guides the beauteous Charge con- 
vey d 
Hack as they P's beſide the Res Main, 


Moy'd the fair Dame reluQant o'er the Plain. 
But 


Ro; 


"Sm 


ut 
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But fierce Achilles from the ſocial Band 
Fled in his Wrath, and fought the lonely Strand, 
There as he fate, and from th' impending Steep 
Saw the white Waves roll o'er the ſtormy Deep; 
With lifted Hands he rais'd his ſuppliant Cries, 
And Tears of Rage came ſtarting from his Eyes 


O Parent, ſince the early Stroke of Death 
Too ſoon ſhall rob me of this deſtin'd Breath, 


Jive ſhould have crown'd me with a glorious | 


Name, 
But where's my Glory, my Immortal Fame? 


Scorn, and Reproach, Diſgrace around me riſe, 


While the proud King inſulting keeps my Prize. 


Enthron'd beneath the Ocean's briny Caves 
With her old Sire who rules the ſpacious Waves, 
The Goddeſs heard; and thro the wat'ry Plain 
Roſe like a Miſt incumbent o'er the Main; 


Saw 
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„ 
Saw where he fate ih ſullen Wee retirdye'// 


Then graſp'd his om and thus the Cauſe in- 


quird, | 0 111k 
Why grieves my Son ? declare, that- both may MF. 
know N ig d 
The Source, from d theſe Tears of Ana 
flow. | 7 
Then Chingdeep why, Goddeſs, ſhould I tell, g 
Spoke the ſad N what you know fo W ell? L 
When Thebes we ſack'd, Eelion's ſacred Tow'r rs, by 
And ſhar'd her Spoils among our conqu ring Pow's, A 
The Maid 3 d with Beauty s Charms 90 
Fell the fair Prize of Agamemnon s Arms; 5 9 
But Chryſes brought of Gifts a coſtly Store, The 
His Daughter 8 Ranſom, to the cxowded Shore, =_ 


And way'd the awful Enſigns of his God, 
Where laurel Were hung round the golden R ; 
And all the Hoſt with ſuppliant Words implor 


But Atreus Sons with chief Reſpect ador'd. 


95 Th 


Ylmighty Jove, or by-thy Deeds deſend; 


L as ] 
The Prieſt to rey'rence and reſtore the Slave; 


And with Reproach her injur d Sire repel'd; 

The Sire incens'd, to Phwbns ever dear, 

larok'd the God; the God vouchſaf'd to hear; 

The wide-deſtroying Darts by his Commands 

Nag d thro the Camp; thick fell the Grecian 
Bands. 88 

A facred Seer explain'd the Source of Woe, 

And firſt T mov d to ſooth the hea v nly Foe, 

Then roſe the King with ſudden Wrath endu'd, 

Spoke the ſtern Menace, and in Act purſt'd ; 

The Greeks reſtord to Chryſa's ficred Shrine 

The Maid with Offerings to the'Pow'r Divine; 

When lo! his Heralds by their Lord's Decree 


diz d the fair Dame that'Gyeece confer'd on me. 


But if thou ever could'ſt in Words befriend 


The Warrior Hoſt rheir Voice united gave 


But the proud King the beauteous Prize with-held, 
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Help thy lov'd Son, aſcend, implore the God, 
Thou, who haft clone in my Sire's Abode, 
That thou alone of all th Immortal Race 
Say'ſt the great Thund' rr from a dire Diſgrace: 
When Pallas, Neptune, and Saturnia ſtrove , 
To bind with Chains the Cloud-Compeller 8 
Thy Aid preſerv'd him bs ungrateful Bands, | 
And call'd Briareus with his hundred Hands, 
The Gods on him that awful Name beſtow, | 
Sty1'd vaſt Agæon here on Earth below K 
He, who in Strength his wat'ry Sire out- ſnhone, II | 


Undaunted fate on Joue' immortal Throne, y 
Fierce and exulting in his monſt rous Size, f 
And Fear diſperſt the Rebels of the Skies, C 


Now graſp his Knees, retain him, and employ I ., 
Thy Pray'r to move him in the Cauſe of Troy, 
To drive the Greeks from off the hoſtile Plain, p. 
Urge their long Flight inglorious to the Main; T 
Home to their Ships th extended Slaughter bring; 
There let his Hoſt enjoy their goodly King; 

There 


19 
There let him mourn his fatal Loſs, and ſee 


That his beſt Warrior was diſgrac'd in me. 


Ah! why my Son, faid ſhe, diſſolv'd in Tears, 


Thee did I bear, or nurſe thy infant Years? 


v4 


Doom'd from thy Birth to future Pain and Strife, 


0 free from Tears and all the Woes of Life, 
Conld'ſt thou in Eaſe enjoy the tranſient State, 
For ah ! too near impends the Hand of Fate, 
That rapt thee from my inauſpicious Womb, 
And gave thee Sorrow with an early Tomb. 
Where topt with Snow th' Olympian Hills aſpire, 
And his lov'd Bolts rejoice the Thund'ring Sire, 
Soon will T ſpeak my ſuppliant Son's Diſtreſs, 
ode may perhaps vouchſaſe the wiſh'd Succeſs. 
Mean while, my Son, retire beſide the Main, 
Fix'd in thy Wrath, nor ſeek th embattel'd Plain, 
The blameleſs Ethiops hold their ſolemn Feaſts, | 


© YI And Jove, who forth with all th' Etherial Gueſts, 
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Paſsd o'er the Deep the laſt revolving Night, 


| 
On the twelfth Morn will reach th' Olympian 


Height; 


Then will I climb, nor doubt his gracious Loye, | 
Where Rocks of Braſs uphold the Dome of Jove. 


— 


She ſpoke retiring from the Hero's Eyes, 
Stung to the Soul to loſe his beauteous Prize: 
To Chryſa now Ulyſſes urg'd his Way, 

And row'd the Hecatomb along the Bay: 

The Sails they furl'd, and Nackt the Cords around, 


Swift from the Cords the cumb'rons Maſt un- 


bound, 


Which low they plac'd, and with expanded Oars 


| 


| 


Ply'd the ſmooth Veſſel to the winding Shores: 
And drop'd their Anchors in the fable Main, 
And fix'd the Prow, and | iſlu'd on the Plain: 
Along the Coaſt their Hecatomb extends, 
And then Chryſeis from the Deck deſcends. 


| Whon 


— 
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nd faſely plac'd amidſt her native Land, 
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Whom wiſe Hes with his guardian Aid 
To the God's Altar as he led the Maid, 


Gaye with this Greeting to the Father's Hand. 


Hail! Chryſes hail! this Arm thy Daughter 
brings, 
dent by my Conduct from the King of Kings: 
An Hecatomb to great Apollos Name 
Here muſt J offer in the ſacred Flame, 


And may the God relent, whoſe angry Bow 
opreads thro the Greeks the fatal Shafts of Woe. 


He ſpoke, and on her Sire the Maid beſtow'd, 
The raptur'd Sire with Joy Paternal glow'd. 
With that the Greeks their Hecatomb diſpos'd, 
And the fair Altars ſtately Pile inclos d, 
Then hallow'd firſt by Water's ritual Pow'r 
Took with pure Hands the Cakes of falted 


Flow'r, 


E e 2 While 
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While to the God the Prieſt addreſt his Cries, 


| 
| 
1 
[ 


And rais'd his Arms, and loud implor'd the Skies, 


God of the Silver Bow, thou Guard divine 
Of Chryſa's Walls, and Cilla's awful Shrine, 
Thou Soy'reign Pow'r in Tenedos renown'd, 


Still has thy Aid the ſuppliant Vot'ry crown'd, 


Me haſt thou honour'd, and thy waſteful Hands 
Arm'd in my Cauſe have pierc'd the Grecian 


Bands ; 


New hear me, Phebus, grant thy Prieſt's Deſire, 


| 
j 
| 


Let the fell Vengeance from their Camp retire, 


| 


So pray d the Prieſt; the God propitious heard, 


When All had now their Hands to PH rear d, 


Between the Horns was Salt and Barley ſpread, 
| 
Then high erected was the Victim's Head; 


| 


Slain was the Victim, ſtript the reeking Hide, 


| 


Lopt were the Thighs from off each brawny Side; 


'Then 


8 


2 


en 


1 
Then theſe in Rowls of Pat were doubly bound, 


row'd with thin Parts from all the Victim 


round. 


um d was the Off ring by the Prieſtly Sire, 
11d the Wine pour d about the riſing Fire; 


Ih officious Youths beſide him took their Stands, 
d bore their Forks with miniſterial Hands; 
The Thighs thus offer'd to appeaſe the God, 

aud Entrails eaten in the Sire's Abode, 

Next All prepar'd to part the crude Remains, 
Which fix d and roaſted by their dext'rous Pains, 
form d the full Banquet, where each ſacred Gueſt 
Roſe from his Toil, and ſhar'd the ſocial Feaſt. 
When All were fatiate, came the Bowls of Wine, 
(ound by the young Attendants of the Shrine, 
ll round and round the rich Libation flow'd, 
Which the glad Youths on ev'ry Side beitow'd ; 
all Day th' Atonement to their God they ſung, 


Wide o'er the Dome the Pæaus loudly rung; 


Thus 
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Thus did the a their Hymns to PH 


raiſe, 


Who heard exulting in the Sounds of Praiſe. 
| 


Now ſunk the Su and All beſide the Deep 
Nexr to their Ship indulg d the Pow'r of Sleep; 
When Morning glow'd in all her roſie Pride, 
Back to the Camp they ſteer d along the Tide; FF 
The Maſt they rais'd, unfurl'd the waving Sails, 

And Phebus now inſpir'd the proſp'rous Gales, | 
The Keel ſwiſt-glidivg thro the watry Plain, WW, 
Roar'd the loud Surge wide o'cr the purple Main, | 
The Camp they reach'd, and drew the Bark to Ti 

Land, I: 
Fix'd with its Props bove the yielding Sand ; . 
Then to the Ships All diverſe took their Way, 
And the high Tents that roſe beſide the Bay. 


| 


| 


Still at his Fleet with gloomy Wrath inſpird 
The Son of Peleus from the Greeks retird; 
There 
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There pin'd his anxious Heart antaught to yield, 8 
1nd hunn'd alike the Council and the Field ; 
Vet long d to hear the War's confus'd Alarms, 


and the loud Clamours of a Field in Arms. 


bon the twelfth Morn returning from the Main, 
n State divine before th Etherial Train, 
ide on Olympus took his Soy'reign Place, 
id by the Gods of Heav'n's immortal Race. 
 Wiicn careful Thetis with the dawning Light 
Rote from the Deep, and reach'd th' Olympian 
"| Height ; | 


0 


There far apart Saturnian Fove ſhe found, 

fligh o'er the Reſt he view'd the Proſpect round: 

full in his Sight the Goddeſs ſoon appear'd, 

ud her Right Hand foft-moving ſtroak'd his 
Beard; 

4 While with her Left around his Knee ſhe ſtroye 

In her Son's Cauſe to gain the Heart of Jove. 


"IC 0 
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I 
| 
| 


O Sire of Gods, if I could thee befriend, 
By Words could aid thee, or by Deeds defend; ( 
Honour my Son, adorn the ſcanty Span, 8 
A Life the ſhorteſt in the Race of Man. F 
Since proud Atrides with injurious Might } 
Diſgrac'd and robb'd him of a Warrior's Right. T 
Wiſe, heav'nly 7ove, let me this Grant enjoy. 
Litt for a while the humbler Scale of Troy; ML 
Till Greece reward him with a loftier Name, WH 
Taught by her Suff rings to exalt his Fame. 

She ſpoke, but lo! the Cloud- compelling Lor 
With awful Silence heard th' ungrate ful Word 


Not ſo the Goddeſs bor his dubious Pauſe, 
Hung on his Knces, and ſtill improy'd the Caul 


O ſpeak, Saturnius, ſpeak the fix d Decree, 


Grant, or refuſe, can Fear reſide in thee ? He 


O tell me, Jove, is mine the ſmalleſt Share yr 
Which Heay'n enjoys, of thy Paternal Care? 
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His Silence then the Cloud-Compeller broke, 
Griev'd at her Suit, and thus reluctant ſpoke ; 
Should I, O Goddeſs, grant thy fatal Choice, 


What conſtant Jars her frantic Tongue employ, 
That ſtiles me partial to the Arms of Troy. 
Confide in me ; but haſte, depart the Skies, 

Leſt Juno mark thee with miſtruſtful Eyes; 
Here take my Sanction to the Pow'rs above, 
The Nod, that binds the firm Decrees of Fove, 
The faithful Seal of this Almighty State, 


The Stamp of fix'd irrevocable Fate : 


Who'er ſhall this auſpicious Signal gain; 

force may oppoſe him, but oppoſe in vain. 
His Brows then bending with Majeſtic Grace, 
de Curls Ambroſial round his awful Face 
hook, and expreſt the Signal of the God, 
While all Olympus trembling felt the N od. 
1 


Heay'n knows the Rage of Funs's ſtormy Voice: 


Then 
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Then parting diverſe down the lofty Steep 
14 Shot the ſwift Goddeſs prone i into the Deep. 


— — ———— An, 8 
4 — . 


Jove to th' immortal Dome purſu'd his Way, 
All Heay'n was mov'd, al All without Delay 


Rapt from their Seats in folemn State conſpire YI. 
| F orth to advance, and meet th' Almighty Sire. | 

Now fate the God enthron 'd amid the Skies, 

Nor fate unmark'd by zune s conſcious Eyes; $ 

For in cloſe Conſult ſhe had lately ſeen Y 

Where Thetis fate, the Silyer-fo ted Queen, 

Daughter of Ocean crown „d with hoary Age, B 


And her Tongue ſounded in a Voice of Rage. U 
Say, Pow'r of Craſt, who late conferr'd with thee! 
Who ſhar'd the Counſels thou conceal ſt from me? 
Still does the Force of thy ungracious Love 
Hide from my Soul the dark Deſigns of Jove. 
To whom the Sire of Gab and Men reply d, 
Near as thou art, by 0 Bands ally'd, 


0 
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0 never hope my ſecret Thoughts to gain, 
For theſe thy curious Wiſh explores in vain, 
Thou firſt of Gods and Men ſhalt hear from me 
The Counſels proper to be known by thee 
But wave the Reft, nor urge me to reveal 


What my deep Wiſdom ſhall from All conceal. 


Then ſhe, with Eyes Majeſtic on the Sire, 
day, what, Saturnius, could this Wrath inſpire ? 
What have I ask'd, or now preſume to know? 
Free and ſedate thy heay'nly Counſels flow. 
But in thy Preſence have J lately ſen 
Where Thetzs fate, the Silyer-footed Queen: 
Daughter of Ocean crown'd with hoary Years, 
And all my jealous Soul confeſt its Fears ; 
dhe roſe in early Morn, embrac'd thy Knee, | 
And gain'd, I ween, the fatal Nod from thee, 
Her Son's Revenge on all the Grecian Name, 


Whoſe Blood muſt periſh to enlarge his Fame. 


1% © We. 'Then 
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Then ſpoke the God, who forms the cloudy 
Skies, | 

Curſt as thou art with thoſe ſuſpicious Eyes, | 
No Force of thine can bend the Pow'r of Fate, | 
But thy Diſtruſt may ſoon augment my Hate; 


MA 


While I with Joy thy raging Grief ſurvey, 
Then, Goddeſs, hear, be ſilent, and obey; 1 
All Heav'n in vain to thy Relief would move, 


If Vengeance arm th all-conqu'ring Hand of Jove. 
| 


|, 

Trembling ſhe fate, with ſilent Awe ſuppreſt; MW 
The Court of Gods their anxious Grief confeſt; G 
Which chearful /; can lab' ring to compoſe, 0 
The Artiſt Pow'r with gracious Speech aroſe. Y 


O where's the Joy of our Immortal State ! Sh 

The Gods have ſure an inauſpicious Fate, H 
| 

If at our Feaſts the Jars of Mortals riſe, Ti 


And eatthly Strife cauſe Factions in the Skies. IF \V 
Thou 
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Thou, Parent Goddeſs, reſt ad vis d by me, 


Tho' Wiſdom's Gift ſuperiour ſhines in thee, | 
Appeaſe our Father 7ove, whoſe boundleſs Might 
Darts the red Glare of Heav'n's tremendous Light, 
What God unſhaken on his Throne can ſtand, 
Who feels the Force of that all-pow'rful Hand ? 
Sooth but his Wrath, the Wrath will ſwift retire, 
And all becalm'd in heay'nly Smiles expire. 


Thus ſpoke, then roſe th' Artificer Divine, 
And crown'd a double Bowl with roſie Wine, 
Which with this Counſel to her Hand he gave, 
Grieve as I may, who want the Pow'r to ſave, 
O dear to me this Scene of Woe ſuftain, 

Syeak thy Obedience, tho thy Heart complain. 
Should now from Fove the angry Blows deſcend, 
Hs Heay'n a God, who durſt with Yve contend? 
That Arm of Vengeance has been felt by me, 


Whom once the Thund'rer for my Aid to thee, 


Swung 
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Swung by the an Force impetuous driyn 


| Sheer o'er the chryſtal Battlements of Heav'n;* | 
f Prone I deſcended with the Morning Light, 
| 1 And breathleſs falling at the Dawn of Night, 
[ll Stunn'd in the Whirl, the Sinthians careful Hand | 
Rais d and reſtor'd me on the Lemnian Strand, 


| 
| 


Then ſmil'd the Goddel of the ſtormy Pole, 
And her white Arm extended took the Bowl. 
From Right to Left to all the Gueſts Divine U 
Officious Vulcan do d the ſparkling Wine; Lo 
Limp'd thro' the Hall with Laughter-moving 

Pace, 

While Mirth inceflant ſhook th' Etherial Race. 

All Day the Gods erjoy'd their bleſt Supplics, | 

And ſhar'd th' Ambroſial Banquet of the Skies. 

The Harp of Phœbus, and th Aonian Choir 
That ſung Alternate to his warbl ing Lyre, 

my Grac(d 
* This Line is Miu Imitation of this Place in Howe. 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


n 
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Gacd the rich Feaſt with Muſic's ſprightly 


Sound, 


| rl now the Sun had reach'd his Weſtern Bound; 


don as his Beams retir'd beneath the Deep, 
Roſe ey ry Gueſt, and ſought the Dome of Sleep; 
Where artful Vulcan in their high Abodes 

Had fram'd the proud Pavilions of the Gods; 
Their Sire aſcending to his bright Alcove | 

Lay all compos'd ; 'and at the Side of Fove, 

Who darts the Lightning by his heav'nly Pow'r, 
Lodg'd the fair 7umno in her Golden Bow'r. 


— — 
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The ARGUMENT. 


UeiTEeR intending to perform his Promiſe | 


to Thetis of honouring Achilles, ſends a de- 
ceitful Viſion to Agamemnon to perſuade him ty 
draw out the Forces of the Greeks to Battle, 


Agamemnon calls a Council of the Princes, and 


relates his Dream. Afterwards having aſſem- 


bled the Army, he ſounds the Temper of the Sol- 


diers, and in an artificigt 50 perſuades then 


to return to Greece; which they prepare to ab, 
but are reſtrained by Ulyſſes, who corrects Ther- 
ſites for his Inſolence to Agamemnon. Ulyſſes 


makes a Speech to the Solaters, and exhorts them | 
to ſtay, and continue the War ; in which he is 
ſeconded by Neſtor, who! adviſes Agamemnon to | 
leaa them forth inſtantly to the Battle. The} 
Greeks and Trojans are drawn up in the Held | 


againſt each other; but before the Armies eu- 


the Grecians, together with the Names f | 
ir Leaders, as alſo the Forces of the Tropans, | 


705 the Poet reckons up the Ships and Forces 
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Ve L L Night the Gods reclin'd in balmy 
A... =. 
And ey'ry Chief who bore the waving Creſt ; 
Thus all was huſh'd, while various Thoughts 
conſpire 
Deep in the Breaſt of Heay'n's unſleeping Sire 
To crown Achilles with a Glorious Name, 
And by the Woes of Greece exalt his Fame. 
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Reſoly'd at laſt a flatt* ing Dream he choſe , 
Swift at his Call the Dream officious roſe, 
Deſcend, he cry'd, lader of the Night, 
Prone to the Ships direct thy airy Flight; 


Reach the high Tent Ae Aamemnon lies, 
And ſpeak th' imperial Manda of the Skies; 
Say, if he march with a! the Grecian Pow'rs, 
His Arms ſhall raze Neeb Llion's lofty Town; 
For Strife no more qe, the bleſt Abodes, 
Nor Faction ſtruggles i the Court of Gods; KW: 
Saturnia's Pray'rs th etherial Jars deſtroy, N 
And Heav'n united dooms the Fall of Troy. | 10 


4 


31 


So ſpoke the God; the Phantom way'd his 
Wings, | 
Explor'd the-Tent, and found the King of Kings | 
Wrapt in Repoſe beſide the naval Strand, 
Full on his Head the Viſion fix'd his Stand, | 
Like Nefor's Form, who in the Monarch's Grace 
Was moſt reyer'd of 10 the Princely Race. 
Sleep'f 


— 


115 
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Leep ſt thou, Atrides, ſpoke the Dream divine, 


Thou, on whoſe Care the warrior Greeks recline ? 


re guardian Counſels of a Royal Breaft 


Should never fink in long- extended Reſt. 


hut tho' remote, yet ſtill the Care of Fove, 
Hear in my Voice the Mandate of his Love. 


Know, if thou march with all the Grecian 


Pow'rs, 


Ir Arms ſhall raze proud Iian's lofty Tow rs; 


ror Strife no more divides the bleſt Abodes, 
Nor Faction ſtruggles in the Court of Gods: 


L urnia's Pray'rs th etherial Jars deſtroy, 


vd Heav'n united dooms the Fall of Troy. 


Nike, and obſerve the Viſion of the Skies; 


dus ſpoke the Dream, and vaniſh'd from his 
Eyes. 


Rapt with the Hopes of Treys approaching 
Fall l 

: rengeful Thought he ſtorms the deſtin d Wall; 

The 
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The Schemes of Conqueſt in his Fancy rove 
Vain and en of the Mind of ove, 
To mix in Arms the Greek and Trajan Foes, 
And pour on Each | blood'y Scene of Woes. 
Still in his Ears tho' 
Sounds the ſtrong Echo of the Voice divine. 


Now fwift-upriſing from the Dome of Reſt 


. from Sleep ſupine 


Cloſe to his Limbs he wrapt the curious Veſt; 
Then oer his Arms the Robe imperial threw, 
Around his Feet the beauteous Sandals drew ; 
The Sword, whoſe Hilt inſtarr'd with Silver ſhone, | 
Wav'd from his Shoulders in a glitt ring Zone; 
The Monarch then his antient Scepter rear d, 


High in his Hand F immortal Gift appear d; F 
Thus to the Fleet trides bent his Way, | d. 
When now uproſe hs orient Gleam of Day; 5 
From whoſe glad Warnings on th' Olympian 90 

Height M 
7 ove and the Gods beheld th' Approach of Light ea 


| Wi 


| 
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ich that the Heralds by their Lord's Commands 


und the loud Summons thro' the Grecian 
Bands. | 

The ſolemn Call alarm'd the Warriors Ears; 

To Counſel mov d the quick aſſembling Peers; 

In Ne/tor's Ship the King hzsScnate choſe, 

ad with theſe Words his Voice Majeſtic roſe, 


Hear, Friends in Arms, a Dream before my 

Sight 
oed in th Ambroſial Slumbers of the Night, 

| ie Neſtor grave in Habit as in Face; 

Full on my Head he fix'd his awful Place. 

Jeep'ſt thou, Atrides, ſpoke the Dream divine, 


Thou on whoſe Care the warrior Greeks recline ? 
Ihe guardian Counſels of a Royal Breaſt 

ould never fink in long-extended Reſt. 

bat tho remote, yet ſtill the Care of Jove, 

tar in my Voice the Mandate of his Love; 


{11 


Know 
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Know, if thou march with all the Greciay 
Pow'rs, 
Thy Arms ſhall r proud [lion's lofty Tow'n 
For Strife no more diyides the bleſt Abodes, 
Nor Faction ſtruggles in the Court of Gods; 
Saturna's Pray'rs th Etherial Jars deſtroy, 
And Heav'n united dooms the Fall of Troy. 
Wake, and obſerve 1 Viſion of the Skies. 
The Phantom ſpoke, * Sleep forſook my Eyes. 
Now try to rouze the Grecians to the Fight; 
III found our Army, * perſuade their Flight; 
But leaſt they fail, with Words of awful Sway | 


Riſe you, my Warriors, and compel their Stay. 
| \ 


Then Neſtor, who in ſandy Pylos reign'd, 
Say, Friends and Heroes, can the Dream be | 
feign'd ? | 

No Voice but this had "OO gain d on me; FF , 
"Tis ſacred Truth, Atrides, ſpeaks in thee. 
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Haſte, let us arm, from 3 the Viſion ſprings, 


Rouze your brave Troops, and truſt the King of 
Kings. 


The Pylian Voice th' obedient Chiefs inſpir d, 
The Council roſe, the ſceptred Kings retir'd ; 
The ſceptred Kings in State ad van d before, 

The ruſhing Troops o'erſpread the crowded Shore, 
As thro' ſome rocky Cleft with murm'ring Strains 


Swarm the loud Bees unnumber'd o'er the Plains, 


Stretch thro the Field their long- ſucceeding 


Pow'rs, | 

7 WY And light in Cluſters on the vernal Flow'rs 

So from the Tents and Ships the num'rous Band 

Fil'd the wide Coaſt, and pour'd along the Strand; 

Fame, whoth' aſſembling Troops impetnousdrove, 

Blaz'd in the midſt, the Meſſenger of Jove; 

Loud, as they paſt tumultuous o'er the Ground, 

Groan'd the preſt Earth, and ſhook beneath the 

Sound, | 
Hh Then 
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Then roſe nine Heralds, at whoſe awful Words 


Stood Greece attentive to her Soy'reign Lords. 


When now compos d were all the warrior Race, 


F ird on their Seats, and Silence {till'd the Place; 


High o'er the Reſt the King of Kings appear'd, 
Then in his Hand th imperial Scepter rear'd ; 

The Gift to Jove of V. alen, s matchleſs Skill, 
By Hermes born thro 70 de. s celeſtial Will, 

From Hermes firſt to Pelops was decreed ; 

The Scepter doom'd from Pelops to ſucceed, 

Great Atrens took ; but Areas dying Name 

To rich Thyeſtes left th' Immortal Frame; 

From him th' Immortal Frame with full Com- 
| mand 

Now roſe Supreme in Agamennon s Hand, 


O'er many an Iſland in the wat'ry Plain, 
Ard all the Realm of arg to the Main, 


Reclin'd on this the Kin his Silence broke, 


And thus the Voice of Art fallacious ſpoke. 
| 
8 Ye 
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Ye Friends, and Heroes of the Grecian Cauſe, 
Fellows in Arms, and Warriors with Applauſe, 
How hard a Fate on me your Chief impends ! 
How vain the Promiſe that from Jowue deſcends! 
Twas Fove would raze proud 1hon's lofty 

Tow rs, 
And ſafe to-Greece reftore our conqu'ring Pow'rs; 
Now Shame ſucceeds to Numbers loſt in Fight, 
And ove himſelf compels th' inglorious Flight: 
So wills the God. whom no Reſtraint can bound, 
Who ftrikes imperial Structures to the Ground ; 
Such ſhall the Fate of Towns unnumber'd prove, 
And ſuch the ſtern Omnipoteace of ode. 
Oh! how will all the fature Rolls of Fame 


Fix on our Arms the Brand of endleſs Shame. 


That Greece fo long ſhould all her Force employ, 
And charge in vain the feebler Pow'rs of 7; roy ; 


So ſmall in Number, that would Diſcord ceaſe, 
And both our Armies join in Leagues of Peace; 


H h 2 | Would 
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Would Greece by Tens along the Ground recline, 
And chooſe the Sons of Ti roy to pour the Wine, 
Full many a Decad of the Grecian Band 
Would want from Troy miniſterial Hand. 1 
But alien Troops prevent her ſpeedy Fall, J 
And Pow'rs auxiliar guard th' auſpicious Wall. 

Nine Years of Fove are now revolv'd away, A 
Our Cordage fails, our weak ned Barks decay ; B 
Our Wives, our Children all impatient wait, T 
And fit with anxious hoks around the Gate; dy 
Unfiniſh'd here the Work of Conqueſt lies, Yi 
Thro all our Toils th' abortive Glory dies; 
Haſte, let us fly; our native Realms explore, M. 


Still may our Fleet approach the Grecian Shore; I M. 


| 
| 


And, while we yet the Pow'r of Flight enjoy, Yn 
Leave the vain Thought of wide-extended Troy. I Va 


| - 


As yet to none the Monarch 's Will confeſt, 
This artful Speech inſpir'd each kindling Breaſt; 


Forth 


$ 


h 
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Forth ruſh'd the Troops promiſcuous o'er the 


Plain 


Like the big Waves along th' Icarian Main; 


From Eaſt and South heStorms impetuous rove 


Thro' the dark Skies, and burſt the Clouds of 


Jode; | 
And as the Corn by Weſtern Blaſts inclin'd 


ends o'er the Field, and nods before the Wind; 
Thus waving on amidſt the riſing Sands 


Swift to the Fleet advanc'd the num'rons Bands; 


The Cloud of Duſt roſe dark ning from the 


Ground ; 


Mid was the Noiſe, and all confusd the Sound 
With mutual Aids to draw beneath the Steep, 


And launch the Ships unpropt into the Deep; 


at was the Toil, the hoarſe-reſounding Cries 


Rung thro the Air, and ſhook the diſtant Skies. 

Then had the Grecian Arms without Delay 

Fled oer the Main, tho' Fate decreed their Stay : 
But 


| 


| 
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But thus to Pallas in her guardian Love 


Spoke the great Siſter and the Queen of oye, 
| . 


0 thou unconquer'd Maid, whoſe Thund'ring 
Sire 
Bears the grim Agis, and the Bolts of Fire, 
Thus ſhall the Greeks their native Realms ex- 
plore ? 
With flying Sails renounce this hoſtile Shore? 
3 hg 
To Priam's Race thus leave Immortal Fame? 


! 


And tamely yield the beauteous Spartan Dame 


Remote to Troy her Cauſe the Warriors led, 

And Greece in Arms has here profuſely bled. | 
Now, Goddels, * exert thy heav'nly Speech 
Fly thro' the Hoſt, controul the ſhameful Decd 
Urge ev'ry Greek , let none his Oars employ, 
Nor launch one Ship along the Shores of Troy. F'th 


Th' obedient Goddeſ with cerulean Eyes 
Sprung thro the lofty Region of the Skies; 
| | Nea 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
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Ver to the Station of the Fleet ſhe drew, 

Where firſt the brave Uly/es roſe in view; 

ij like Jove in Wiſdom ſtood the Warrior Chief, 
Jis Ships unlaunch'd, his Heart depreft with 

Y Grief 

by, brave Ulyſſes, ſpoke the Pow'r Divine, 

ſhou godlike Offifting of Laertes Line, 

; Wihus ſhall the & reeks their native Realms explore? 

» With flying Sails renounce this hoſtile Shore? 


\c Mo Priam's Race thus leave Immortal Fame? 


ind tamely yield the beauteous Spartan Dame? 
lemote to Troy her Cauſe the Warriors led, 


ed, ed Greece in Arms has here profuſely bled ; 
ate, valiant Chief, exert thy gen'rous Speed, 
„ WV thro! the Hoſt, controul the ſhameful Deed ; 
ith awful Words the lab'ring Oars reftrain, 


or let one Ship be lannch'd along the Main. 


The warlike Chief the Voice celeſtial knew, 
it from his Arms the princely Mantle threw; 
'Then 


Nea 


Or with his bland Re ukes o'er-rul'd their Fears, 
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Then ruſh'd impetuous o'er the naval Strand ; 
Where great Atride to his obvious Hand 
Gave the proud Scepter of YVu/canian Mold; 
High on his Arm ap ard th' immortal Gold, 
Thus as the Chiefs of more illuſtrious Might 
Roſe to his View among the Sons of Fight, 
With artful Praiſe TEN tem:glowing Ears, 


Chiefs, who in Arms ſuperior Fame acquire, 


| | bl 
By their own Conduct ſhould their Troops inſpire; | 
Conceal'd as yet the Monarchs Counſel lies, | 
Who now the Courage of his Warriors tries; " 


But Vengeance ſoon the penal Scourge may bring by 


And how ſhall Greeel eſcape her angry King? * 


He bears the Marks of Heav'n's diſtinguiſh' Wi 
Love, 
And his full Stream of Honour flows from Jove. 


| . But 


1 


ö 0 


But where loud d fir d the vulgar 

Band, | 

Fierce glow'd his Voice, and rag'd his ſceptred 
Hand; 

Peace, feeble Wretch, to braver Chiefs incline, 

What Weight in Council, or in Arms is thine? ; 

Gods! what inteſtine Woes that Realm contains, 

Where all confus'd the Tyrant Faction reigns ? 


To one ſole Monarch is the Scepter giy'n, 
Ind 7ove inveſts him with the Laws of Heav'n. 


Sedition heard his Voice, and wild Uproar 
Stood rul'd ; th aſſembling Hoſt repaſt the Shore; 
Ruſh'd from the Tents and Ships along the Plain, 


Loud as the Surge roars o'er the ſtormy Main; 
Vith Noiſe impetuous beats the echoing Steep, 


ad groaning rolls the hoarſe-rebounding Deep. 
TV Pence at length diſpersd the mingled Sound, 
ind all compos d the Hoſt fate o er the Ground. 


Ii Therſites 


But 
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Therſites only midſt the Crowd aroſe + 
With factious Voice the Monarch to oppoſe, 


Loquacious, inſolent, and void of Shame, 
Prone to aſperſe the Chick of Soy'reign Fame: 
Reproach and Laughter wer his only Joy, 
Nor came his Equal to the Shores of Troy. 
Scorn from Mankind his Figure juſtly drew ; 
One Leg was lame, one F ye diſtorted grew ; 
His Shoulders o'er his Breaft contracted ſpread, 


Thin Hairs deform'd his won rous Length of | 


Head. 
Achilles braveſt of the warrior State 
And wiſe CHs ſhar'd his mortal Hate ; 
But chief his Tongue of all the Grecian Race 


Launch'd at the King the Shaft of vile Diſgrace; 


Long had his Voice, in rauntful Words expreſt, 
Mov'd the juſt Rage of * ry Soldier's Breaſt; 
Loud were his Clamours, and with angry Stings 


Glow'd his fell Spleen againſt the King of Kings 
| What 


| 
(| 
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What moves the great Atrides to complain 


Whoſe ample Tents ſuch crowded Stores contain ? 


dee! the rich Prizes of our conqu'ring Arms, 


The Piles of Braſs ! the Dames of faireſt Charms! 


Since all is thine our valiant Pow'rs acquire, 


Cin Want of Gold thy craving Soul inſpire ? 


Muſt Greece and I our warlike Swords employ, 
and lead in Chains the noble Youths of Troy? 


Muſt theſe be ſeiz'd, and Troy at thy Decree 
Bring the vaſt Ranſom of her Sons to thee ? 


or cloſe ſecluded muſt ſome beauteous Dame 
blow in thy Arms, and quell the royal Flame? 
this the Care that Kings their Warriors owe, 
To feaſt their Riot by the Public Woe ? 

Come, Women of Achaia, flaviſh Band, F 


Haſte, let us fail, explore our native Land. 


ere let him ſtay, and waſte his coſtly Spoils, 


Spend the rich Fruits of all our num'rous Toils. 


Li 2 But 


Th 
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But know in Us thy guardian Safety lies, 
Thou, who haſt ſeiz'd Achilles ſacred Prize; 


What lawleſs Frenzy ** thy Heart incline 


Thus to diſgrace a braver Arm than thine? 


And would he now the juſt Revenge deeree, 


This Act of Rapine wer the laſt from thee. 


Then frowning from his Seat Ces ſprung, | 


Fierce to, oppoſe the Rancour of his T ongue; ; 
Durſt thou with faQtious T urbulence of Words | 


Vent thy ſole Splcen again the Grecian Lords 


What Greek of all who fail'd to Priam's Land | 
Has leſs atchiev'd than thy inglorious Hand ? 

Shalt thou the due Regard to Kings deny, 
And urge on Greece thy baſe Deſire to fly? F. 


Know'ſt thou, if we 5 reach our native Towns I T\ 

With Fortune's Smiles or with her adverſe 
Frowns ? Hi 

But if their Spoils the gen rous Heroes bring He 


For his bra ve Coodudt to reward their King; I Vi 
Wa if 


| 
| 


it 
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[{ theſe to him ſome wealthier Prize decree, + 
What but Reproach has ever flow'd from thee ? 
hut hear the Menace, nor my Words deſpiſe, 
f ei are thy vaunting Madneſs riſe, 
Gods, on this Head diſcharge your fatal Ire, 
Nor grant my warlike Son to call me Sire, 
if thou not feel the penal Scourge deſcend, 
Stript of thoſe Arms that o'er thy Limbs extend, 
Laſh'd from the Council, while thy Woes pro- 
claim 
Loud thro' the Fleet the tingling Wounds of 
Shame. 


Fierce at the Word deſcending from its Height 
Fell on his Back the Scepter's awful Weight, 
Tears from his Eyes the Stroke of Vengeance 

drew, ; | 
High on his Back the bloody Tumour grew ; 
He fate, and trembling at the dire Diſgrace 
Wip'd the warm Tears from off his rucful Face. 
With 


| 


| 
| 
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With that the Hoſt a ſudden Laughter rais d, 
And thus their Words Ulyſſes loudly prais d; 
Gods! what a brave Exploit the Chief has 
wrought, 
The Sage has comfelthd, and the Warrior fought; 


See now to Greece 1 gen'rous Arm he lends, 


And aw'd by him the Noite of Faction ends; L 
Her Tongue no more will dart its angry Stings, | A 
Nor with reproachful Sounds inſult the Kings. | i 

* 


| 


Thus thro' the Hoſt the Hero's Praiſe was MW 


heard, tn 
| Who from his Seat the Golden Scepter rear d; Ih 
Then Pallas iſſuing forth her high Commands Spe 


Swift to his Voice attentive fix'd the Bands; But 
To aid her Chief a Herald's Form ſhe choſe, 
And with theſe Words Ulyſſes gravely roſe. 


See flow, Atrides, with Reproach and Shame 
All Greece conſpires 1 blaſt thy injur'd Name 
2 How 


W 
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How well the Promiſe of her Sons ſucceeds ! 
Their Vow at Argos rich in martial Steeds! 
Greece, who no more would croſs the rolling 
Main, 


Till Troys proud Walls lay proſtrate on the 
Plain, 


Like Babes or Widows now her Fate deplores, 
and Warriors ſigh to reach their native Shores 
Who, but muſt grieve to ſtem the floating Tide, 
and one ſhort Month forſake his tender Bride, 
When wint'ry Winds the Face of Ocean ſweep, 
and the Ship rolls along the ſtormy Deep? 


Then well may Greece require her native Soil, 


Sent with nine Years of unſucceſsful Toil ; 

but oh! the Shame fo long in Arms to ſtay, 

and thus at laſt inglorious leave the Prey. 

Wait, wait, my valiant Friends, and All ſhall ſee 

Twas heay'nly Truth, O Calchas, ſpoke in thee; 

We all can witneſs, but thoſe warlike Ghoſts 

Whom Pate has wrapt beneath th' infernal Coaſts; 
How 
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How when at Aulis, big with future Woes 


| ö To Priam's Race co bind his Grecian Foes, | 
if N While to the Gods with Hecatombs entire g 
Jl High on our Altars blaz'd the ſacred Fire, | 
| | Twas where the Plane-tree Near a Fountain grew, | : 
| | A wond'rous Sign our fix'd Attention drew ; - 
4 The Ground beneath the trembling Altar cloye, | | 
4 Thence ſhot a furious Dragon ſeat from Fove; J 
0 With ſanguine Scales portentous ruſh'd along, 5 

| Till round the Tree the circling Monſter hung, 
j Where on the Top the waving Branches play, y 
; | | | Eight infant Birds beneath their Parent lay ; % 

1 When lo! his Jaws the filial Race compreſt, 

6 | Lond as they wail'd around the ſhady Neſt; F 
, | | Then, as their Parent-Bird in anxions Mood fie 
| Flew hov'ring o'er, and mourn'd her dying = 
| Brood ; Nor 
Caught by the Wing ſhe felt the Monſter's Rage, = 


Whom Heay'n renown'd a Sign to ey'ry Age; Wir 


Chang d 


1 
Chang d to a Stone by mighty 7ove he ſtands, 


And loſt in Silence gaz d our wond' ring Bands. 
When Calchas thus his conſcious Voice expreſt, 
Why dwells Surprize in ey'ry Grecian Breaſt ? 
From Jove himſelf the Sign auſpicious came, 
Tho long the Toil, immortal is the Fame; 

As many Birds as here the Serpent ſlew, 

„ many Years ſhall Greece her Labours view; 
But on the Tenth ſhall fink the Trojan State; 
And what he ſpoke, is All falfilld by Fate. 

Now reſt embolden'd, wait the future Joy, 

tay, Warriors, ſtay, nor doubt the Fall of Troy. 


All prais'd the Guardian of the Grecian Cauſe, 
fierce from the Ships rebounds his loud Applauſe. 


le Gods! faid Neſtor, end theſe fruitleſs Jars, 
Nor talk like Children unexpert in Wars. 


O where will all your noted Leagues be ſound, 
With bloody Rites and ſolemn Sanctions bound? 


. Loſt 


1 
Loſt in a Blaze are all your ſacred Ties, 
And your falſe Hands beguile their juſt Allies 


While vain Debates the common Cares employ, 


How long mult prove the tedious Siege of Troy? | 
| Lead on Atrides, Greece her Arms ſhall wield, 
Sway'd by thy Counſels in the fighting Field, 
But let the Few, who ſcorn their Chief's Decree, | 1 
Whoſe Counſels now are held remote from thee, M * 
Repining wait, nor reach their native Soil, | Tt 
Till Heav'n with Conqueſt ſhall reward ourToil, MW 
"Twas on the Day, when big with adyerſe Fates T. 
To Troy's proud Race embark'd the Grecian 
States, Wh 
Full on the Right, the Signal of his Love, Wh 
Glar d the red Light'ning from the Arm of Fove. Wh 
Now boldly wait, nor launch along the Tide, {WH 
Till ev'ry Greek ſhall ſeize a Phrygian Bride, ye 
Till Helen's Cauſe on all our haughty Foes 
Gains the full Vengeance of her num rous Woes. 
3 That 


- 
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That Greek, in whom the baſe Deſire prevails 
on his black Ship to hoiſt his flying Sails; 
In Sight of All ſhall yield his odious Breath, 
And ſink inglorious to the Shades of Death. | 


but thou, O King, with all thy Chiefs adviſe, 
Nor with Diſdain my awful Words deſpiſe; 


In Tribes and Nations with diſtinct Commands, 


And mutual Forces range the warrior Bands; 


Thus if the Greeks obey their King's Decree, 
kach Scene of Action will be fcann'd by thee ; 


Twill ſoon be known, wien · thus the Hoſt en- 
gage, 

What Chief or Soldier glows with nobleſt Rage; 

What Sons of Greece a ſeebler Hand employ ; 

Why ſtill unconquer'd riſe the Tow'rs of Troy; 

Heav'n prevents, or if the guarded Wall 

our unskilful Arms eludes her Fall. | 


To whom the King, O firſt of Grecian Sires, 
Mat Eloquence thy matchleſs Voice jnſpires! 
K k 2 Would 
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Would 7oue and Phebus, and the Warrior Maid 
With ten ſuch Sires but grant Atrides Aid, 
How ſoon would fall King Priam's lofty Tow'r, 
And Troy be ſack' d by our victorious. Pow'rs ? 
But 7ove o erw helms me in the Woes of Life, 
And the vain Conflict of an odious Strife. 
The Source of Rage, Achilles, flow'd from me, | 
When for the Captive Maid I ſtrove with thee; 
We yet with friendly Arms may join our Sway, 
Nor Troy ſhall then protract her fatal Day. | 


Now take Repaſte, and form th' embattel'd Field 
All point the Jav'lin, All uprear the Shield; 

Let All with Food in{pire the Warrior Steeds, 
All range their Charlots fit for martial Deeds. 
This Day let Greece indulge the glorious Fight, 


Nor pant for, Reſpite till the Shades of Night; | 


Till Sweat beneath cach glowing Breaſt deſcend 


Each Arm no more the guardian Shield extend; 
Each Hand refuſe to lift the Spears of War, 


And cach tir d Steed drag on the glitt ring 8 
* at 


id 


„ 
That Greek, who dares to ſhun the hoſtile Plain, 
Lurk in his Ships remote beſide the Main, 
The Dogs Hall tear him on this fatal Shore, 


And the Birds riot in the Feaſt of Gore. 


4 


Then roſe the Shout of ev'ry Grecian Band, 
Loud as the Waves inceſſant beat the Strand, 
When warring Winds the hoary Deeps deform, 


And o'er the Rocks impetuous roars the Storm. 


Now rote the Troops, and to their Ships rctir'd, 
High o'er the Tents the Cloud of Smoke aſpird; 
Then to their quick Repaſte the Warriors drew, 
To Heay'n's high Pow'rs the ritual Victim flew ; 
Then Each implor'd his Guardian in the Wars 
To turn from Each the deadly Hand of Mars. 
A Bull of five Years Age Atrides choſe, 


To Jove ſelect the ſtately Victim roſe. 
Then bade the Nobles; Neſtor firſt in Place, 
And next the Monarch of the Cretan Race, 


\ Then 
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Then Tydens' Son with either ax came, 
And wiſe Ces like the Gods in Fame; 
And laſt unbid appear'd the 5$partan Chief, 
Who conſcious knew his Brother's fatal Grief. 
| Around the Victim ſtood the princely Band, 
Each with the Salt and Barley in his Hand ; 
While thus Atrides rais'd his ſi ppliant Cries, 
O thou, whoſe Arm can ſhake the cloudy Skies, 
O Jove ſupreme Oer all the Race of Gods, 
And high enthron'd in Heav'n's divine Abodes; 
Hear, and before the Sun withdraws his Light, 
Before ſhall riſe the gloomy Shades of Night, 
Burſt be the Gates of Iliums hoary Sire, 

Let kits proud Palace blaze with hoſtile Fire; 
Let Hefor's ume no more the Chief befriend, 
Fierce thro his Corſlet may this Sword deſcend; 
Prone at his Feet with many a fatal Wound 
Let his grim Warriors bite the duſty Ground. 


Mig A kee 3719 o Thus, 
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Thus, but in vain the ſuppliant Monarch trove | 
To melt the Heart of unrelenting ove, | 
Tho grateful were the Rites, the God decreed 
That Woes unnumber'd ſhould on Woes ſucceed. ; 
When All had pray'd, the Salt and Barley ſpread, 
Then high erected was the Victinrs Head ; | 
Slain was the Victim, ſtript the reeking Hide, 
Lopt were the Thighs from off each brawny Side. 
Then theſe in Rows of Fat were doubly bound, 
Strow'd with thin Parts from all the Victim round. 
With that a Pile of cloyen Wood was rais d, 
And the clear Flame about the Off ring blaz d; 
When o'er the Fire the Entrails next were turn d, 
The Entrails eaten, and the Off ring burn d; ; 
Then All prepar d to part the crude Remains, 
Which fix'd and roafted by their dextrous Pains . 
form'd the full Banquet, where each wuarlike | 

Gueſt N D 
lule from his Toil, and ſhard the ſocial Feaſt. 
| When 
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When All were ſatiate, ſpoke the Pylian Sage, 


Now, Monarch, now awake the gen'rous Rage, 


Let now thy Heralds ſpeak the folemn Sound, 
And Greece in brazen Arms move o'er the Ground d: 
Jove wills the Task; let each his Troops inſpire 
Run thro' the Hoſt, and rouze the Warriors Fire, 


He ſpoke. The Heralds by their King's Com- 
mands 
Lond thro the Pield conven'd the VI 
Bands ; 


Then, as the Chiefs diſpers'd around the Hoſt 
In Tribes and Nations rank'd them o'er the Coaſt: 
The * blue-ey'd Maid her Form celeftial rais d, 
Fierce on her Arm th' immortal Zigis blaz'd; 
Strong was the Texture of the coſtly Mold, 


'Glard on the Brims an hundred Orbs of Gold. 
Thus thro the Hoſt the guardian Goddeſs came, 


And o'er their Breaſts diffus'd a martial Flame; 
| PP BL | | x Where'ert 
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Where er ſhe paſs d, the War-inſpiring Shield 
From Rank to Rank embolder'd all the Field ; 
Rage arm'd the Heroes, and the furious Joy 
Quell'd the baſe Ardour to return from Troy. 


As when thro' Woods that o'er the Hills aſpire, 
Glows from a-far the wide Expanſe of Fire; 
$ from the brazen Arms with like Surprize 
The fierce Effulgence flaſh'd along the Skies. 
And as the crowding Swans, or num'rous Cranes 
Where ſmooth Ciy/ter rolls thro' Aſius Plains, 
With long extended Necks and clatt'ring Wings : 
Wheel thro the Skies, and ſport in airy Rings, | 
Now mounting High, now cow'ring on the Land, 
ounds the ſhrill Clang along the echoing Strand; | 
hus from the Tents and Ships the Grecian 
Pow'rs ; 
wept o'er the Fields of 'Xanthus crown'd with 
Flow'rs; n | 
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Dire was the Shock, and horrible the Sound du 
Of Steeds and Warriors trampling o'er the Ground I. 
And now along Scamander's Plains they ſtood, I Li 
Cloſe, as in Spring the Leaves o'erſhade the Wood, N. 
Thick as the Flow'rs, or Nation of the Flies, 
That rove unnumber'd thro the vernal Skies, 


And o'er the rural Huts in Swarms impend, 


When round the Pails the milky Steams aſcend; 
So throng'd in Arms, and furious to deſtroy, 


The Greeks ſtood ad verſe to the Bands of Troy, Th 
As when the Shepherd draws his fleecy Train 
From all that graze promiſcuous o'er the Plain, e 
Thus Tribe by Tribe appear d the Grecian Hoſt, dba! 
Rank d by their Chiefs along th embattel'd Coaſt. 


High ſtood Atrides o'er the warrior Race 
Like Jove in awful Majeſty of Face; 


His Form divine the Pow'r of Mars confeſt 
The Strength of Neptune glow'd around his 
Breaſt ; 


Such 


3 

duch on that Day the Monarch roſe above 

The greateſt Heroes by the Grant of ove ; 
Like as the Herds to State ſuperior. yield, 

When the proud Bull ſtal ks lordly o'er the Field. 


Say, Goddeſſes, who crown th' Olympian Hill 
With Pow'r omniſcient, and with tuneful Skill, 


for we no more than dark Reports enjoy, 
What Chiefs and Heroes led the Greeks to Troy. 


The Task requires, to tell each Warrior's Name, 
Heart of Braſs, and all the Tongues of Fame. 
„daughters of the God, whoſe awful Might 


„ Wakes the grim Ægis o er the Realms of Light, 
. Wo me your Aid, celeſtial Muſes, bring, 


te Chiefs, the Warriors, and the Ships to ſing, 


THE 
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P ENELEUS, Leitus rul'd the martial} 
Band, 


That roſe adven'trous from Bæotia's Land, 


With whom Arſecilaus and Clonius came, ; 
And Prothoenor, Chiefs in Pow'r the fame. | 7 
From rocky Aulis moy'd a warrior Train, 

And Schenos, Scolos, Hyrie's watry Plain; 

From Harma, Theſpia, Etion's lotty Grounds, E 
And Mycaleſſia's wide extended Bounds ; 
With thoſe Ocalea, Grea, Peteon yield, 


Erythre's Downs, and Heleon's lowly Field; 
Eutreſis here and Cope arm'd their Pow'rs, 7 


Lleſion, Hyle, Medeon crown d with Tow'rs, 


Corone 


1 


y 
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Corone, Thisbe for her Doves renown'd, 

And Haliartus rich in Paſture Ground ; 

Where wide extends Plated's verdant Soil, 
And Gliſſa's Vines reward the Planter's Toil: 
And where her goodly Stuctures Thebæ ſhows, 
Where Neptune's ſacred Grove Oncheſtus grows, 
Where ſtands Midea, Ny/z's awful Shrine, 
And Arne glorying in the fruitful Vine, 

And where Anthedon views the winding Shoars; 
Full fifty Sail employ'd their num'rous Oars; 


Twice ſixty Warriors from Bæotia's Side 
Paſs'd in each Ship along the rolling Tide. 


Aſpledon's choſen Troops were next in Place, 
Here roſe the powerful Orchomenian Race, 
Led by Aſcalaphus they ſought the Wars, 
And brave Tilmen, valiant Sons of Mars, 
Sprung from Aſtyoche, whoſe Virgin Charms 
Crown'd by Surprize the God's embracing Arms: 


While 
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While ſhe in Actors lofty Dome retir'd, 


High to her Bed inſidious Mars aſpir'd, 
Theſe in their thirty Ships along the Main 
Swept the wide Surface of the wat'ry Plain, 


Next forty Veſſels plow d the fable Tid es, 
Epiſtrophus and Schedius were the Guides; 
From Python's Rocks, and Chryſa's Shores divine 

Came the bold Warriors of the Phocian Line; 


From Panopæa, Daulis crown'd with Wood, 
And where Cephiſſus pours his ſacred Flood, 


Where fair Lilæa near his Fountain lies, ö 


Where pariſſus and Hyampol riſe; A 
Theſe rang d in Order by their Chiefs Commands MY / 
Show d, on the Left, the fierce Beotian Bands, 'F 


The Troops of Locris were by Jax led, 
He, from whoſe Arm the Lance unerring fled ; D 
He, whom the Queen of great Oileus bore, T 


Who on his Breaſt the Linen Corſlet wore, 
| In 
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jn Stature leſs, but ſwifter in the Field 
Than him who bears the Telamonian Shield: 
In forty Sail they came with lab'ring Oars 
From Scarphe, Opous to the Phrygian Shores; 
From Beſſa's Hills, and Augia's happy Plain, 
Calliarus, and Cynos near the Main; 
With thoſe of Tarphe grac'd with ſilvan Pride, 
And Thronus, where Boagrius rolls his Tide. 


All breathing Wrath from great Eubea's Ule, 
From Chalcts Walls, Eretria's ſtately Pile, 
And where th' Ician Vines produce their Store, 
From Dios high, Cerinthus near the Shore, 
And where Caryſtos with the Hills is bound, 
And Styra's marble Veins enrich the Ground; 
In forty Ships embark'd th* Abantian Race, 


Fierce in the Fight, and active in the Chace, 
Down on their Backs the waving Curls deſcend, 


The daring Troops their pointed Spears extend, 
Cloſe 
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Cloſe Hand to Hand, and in th' embattel'd Field 
Pierce with their Spears the Corſlet and the Shield; 


Their Chief Elphenor with a Warrior's Joy A 
Led the bold Squadron to the Shores of Troy, 0 


The Sons of Athens, in whoſe royal Tow'r 
The great Erectheus held the ſov'reign Pow'r 
Whom Pallas nurtur'd from his early Birth, 
That roſe portentous from the Womb of Earth, 
And in her Dome at Athens fix d his Place, 
Where ſtill the Youth of all th' Athenian Race 
With Lambs adore him, and with luſty Steers, 
Oft as the Sun revolves the Round of Years ; 
Theſe bold Meneſtheus from their native Plain 
In fifty Sail led o'er the ſpacious Main ; 

No Chief like him could marſhal in the Field 


The Steeds and Bearers of the warlike Shield; 
No Greek his Rival but the Pylian Sage, 


Whoſe Skill in Battle was improy'd by Age. 


With 


BW 

With theſe the Bands of Salamis appear d, 

Who in twelve Ships along the Ocean fteer'd, 
And where th' Athenian Arms their Station choſe, 
(er his brave Troops the tow'ring Hax role. 


Twice forty Ships from Argos to the Main, 
From where Tyrinthe's Walls o'crlook the Plain, 
From Aſin's Bay, and Hermion's lofty Steep, 
From Tre@zen's Hills, Eionæ near the Deep; 

Ind where the Vines of Epidaurus grow, 

Where rolling Waves around ina flow; 

And from Maſeta bore th Achean Race: 

Great Diomedes crown'd with martial Grace, 

And Sthenelus, a Chief of braveſt Might, | 

ryalus, who match'd the Gods in Fight, 

rung from Meciſtheus, led the daring Band, 

Jer whom Tydides bore the firſt Command. 

Where ſtand the Tow'rs of well-compated 
Mold, I 

hcene Great, and Corinth fam d for Gold, 

Mm Ad 
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And ſtrong Cleone, Scycion's royal Town, F 
Where once of old Adraſtus wore the Crown; F 
Where Arethyrea and Pellene riſe, | Ar 
And Gonoefſa ſwells into the Skies: Ar 


From Ornia's Fields, and Fhpereſia's Grounds, WT! 
And Zginm near the Ocean's wat ry Bounds, . 
Where Helice extends her ſpacious Plain, ie 
And all the Verge that winds along the Main; Who 
Great Agamemnon with a glorious Boaſt 

Pour'd in his warlike Numbers o'er the Coaſt; 


Wide thro' the Deep his hundred Ships wen 


row'd, 


In gleaming Braſs the Chief imperial plow'd; 
His Pow'r to him the ſov'reign Glory brings, 
And Realms in Arms atteſt the King of King. 


The Hartan Bands his Brother's Troops com 


pole, : | 
Who from the Vales of Lacedæmon roſe, | 


On 


From 


- 
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From Phare's Fields, and Augia's pteaſing Groves, 
From Bryſia, Laas, Meſſe fam'd for Doves, 
And where Amyclæ ſpreads her ſacred Plain, 
And OEtylos, and Helos near the Main; 
Theſe Menelans brought with furious Joy 


Rink'd by themſelves in ſixty Ships to Troy - 
Fierce in his Wrath for Helen's injur d Charms | 
nord the bold Warrior thro' the Field of Arms, 
Loud in Complaints for all her Tears of Woe, 
And ul the brave Avengers on the Poe. 


Gerenian Neſtor from the Pylian Sands 

H ninety Sail convoy'd his gen'rous Bands ; 

From fair Arene mov'd the warlike Force, 

nd where Alpheus as he rolls his Courſe, 

ms the low Ford of Thryon in his Fall; 

here Apy rears the high embattel'd Wall: 
om Amphigenia's ever frui tful Plain, 

nd Opariſſus plac d beſide the Main; 


Mm 2 | And 


& 

And Pteleon, Helos, Doriow's fatal Hill, | 

Where Thamyris glorying in his tuneful Skill 

Dar'd the ſweet Muſes ſprung from Jove $ En 
brace, | 

But the proud Vaunt was puniſh'd with Dig 


grace; | 
As from th' OEchalian Fields he bent his Way, 
Where great Eurytus held the ſoy'reign Sway; | 
Fierce on his Head their conqu'ring Vengeand 


hung, 
Night ſcal'd his Eyes, and Silence Rtopt | 
Tongue ; 
Celeſtial Strains no more his Voice inſpire, | 
Nor could his Hand inform the ſounding Lyre. 


Where high Ollene ſhows with ſilvan Pride | 
Aptus Tomb beneath her ſhadowy Side, 
„om Pheneus, Ripe, Stratic's neighb'ri 


Bounds, 


Where Flocks enrich the Orchomenion mn d 
Whe 
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Where bleak Eniſpe feels the Tempeſt's Pow r, 
And fair Mantinea rears her pleaſing Tow 'r, 
From Stymphelus, and Teged's fruitful Town, 
Where Snow involves Parhaſia's hoary Crown; 
In ſixty Sail Arcadia's num'rons Band 
Skill d in the Fight, and dreadful Hand to Hand 
With Agapenor, whoſe imperial Blood, 
Sprung from Aucæus, paſt along the Flood. 
Their Troops experienc'd on th' embattel'd Plain, 
But far remote, and careleſs of the Main, 
Great Agamenmon from his naval Stores 


Launch'd in a Fleet along the fable Shores. 


Whom Elis Walls, and Myr/inus ſurround, 
Whom here Bupraſium and Hyrmine bound, 
There ſwift Aliſium and th' Olenian Steep, 

Th Epeian Race came num'rous o'er the Deep. 

Four were their Leaders, and each Warrior Guide 

Launch'd in 'ten Ships his Squadron thro' the 
Tide; 


Theſe 
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Theſe bold Amphimachus and Thalpins led, 
Sprung from Cteatus and Euritus Bed; 
With whom his native Bands Djores brings, 
And Polyxenus of the Race of Kos. 


But where the Coaſt oppos'd to Elis lies, 
Where o'er the Deep thoſe ſacred Iſlands rife 
Th Echinades, and from Dulichiums Shoxe 
Twice twenty Ships the 'Troops of Meges bore, 
From Phylzns loy'd of Jovæ he claim d his Race, 


But for Dulichium left his native Place; | 
His Father once the Hero's Wrath inſpir'd, 
And the brave Hero in his Wrath retir'd. - \ 
I 


Ubyes equal'd in Advice to Fove, 


From where Neritus liſts his waving Grove, 


Where low ring han 85 the Cephalenian Steep, 


| OIL: (25: | A 
Where Agilipa $ Rocks bend 0 er the Deep; Io 
Where Ithaca and | green Zacynthus riſe - : 

1 * A. * 


And where the Coaft againſt coli 1 lies; ö 


Led 
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Led in twelve Ships his Warriors o'er the Main, 


And the Prows glitter'd with a purple Stain. 


Th' #tolians for their Chief great Thoas 
choſe, | 

Who from the Blood of fam'd Audrirmon roſe ; „ 

He from th Olenian Fields the Squadron led, 

With thoſe whom Pleuron and Pylene bred ; 


* 
ä —ů— —„—¼'˙⁵m 


Where Chalcis views the Ocean s ſtormy Bound, 
And Calydon's white Rocks o'erſhade the Ground; 
For OEneus and his Sons depriy d of Breath | 
With Meleager trod the Coaſt of Death; . 
Now Thoas led beneath his juſt Commands vs 
In forty Ships the brave Atoliau Bands. 


Next came — renown'd in Wars, 
And Merion like the ſtern Deſtroyer Mars, 
In eighty Ships they plow'd the wat'ry Space 
With Gnoſus', Lictus, and Gortyna's Race; 


* 
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Or thoſe where Rhetium and Miletus ſtood, 
Or Pheſtus ſeated near the chryſtal Flood ; 
| Or where Lycaſtus rears the glitt'ring Tow'rs, 
Cretes hundred Cities arm'd their num'rous 
Pow'rs. 


* Thepolemus led on the Rhodian Pride, 

And brought nine Veſlels thro' the ſable Tide, 
From where Jalyſſus all her Splendor ſhows, 
Where Lindus ſhines, and white Camirns glows; 
Sprung from Aſtyoche, whoſe captive Charms 


Crown'd with his Birth Alcides vig'rous Arms, 


Whom. He from See's Banks and Ephyr drew, 
Their Towns he raz d, their Sons his Fury ſlew; 
Tlepolemus now raſh with youthful Fire 
Kill'd the brave Uncle of his Godlike Sire, 


The great Lycimnius grac'd with-hoary Years, 


But Vengeance ſoon alarm'd the Hero's Fears; 
A Fleet he built; his wand'ring Exiles led, 
And from the Sons of fierce Akides fled. 

F 5 
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His Suff” rings paſt, he gain d the Rhodian Land, 
And in three Tribes diſpos'd his joyful. Band; | 
Heay'n crown'd their Wiſhes with its Guardian 
Love, * 
And their full Streams of Plenty flow'd from 


Jove. 


Nireus the Son of Aglie ſtem d the FI 00d, 
Mreus, who ſprung from high Charopus Blood ; 


Mreus the fair, unmatch'd i in Beauty O Charms 
by all the Greeks whom Troy beheld in Arms, | 
All but Achilles ; from the Symian Strand 
Three were his Ships, and ſmall his warlike Band. 


Who from Ny/7 rus bent their wat ry Courſe, 
Where Crapathus and Caſus } join d their n 


(vs, where Eurypilus once dead his Reign, 


? i 


and where Calyduæ 8 Illes 0 'erlook the Main; 
Theſe thro' the Deep i in thirty Ships conyey 4 


bidippus and braye Antiphus obey d, 
N n Spru ng 


=O 
Sprung from King Theſſalus of Race divine, 


And his bold Sons adorn'd th Herculean Line, | 


Now ſing the Troops Pelaſgic Argos yields F 
From Alos, Alope, and Phthia's Fields, 4 
Trechin, and Hella bleſt with lovely Dames, q 
Th' Achaian, Myrmidon, Hellenian Names; 4 
Who heard no more the War's inflaming Sound, 

Nor ſtood embatte!l'd on the Phrygian Ground; i 
Their Chief Achilles, who purſu'd his Way q 
With fifty Ships, now fate beſide the Bay, _ 
Fierce in the Wrath Briſeis caus'd to rife, 1 
When firſt he loſt that fair Lyrneſtan Prize, " 
Gain'd by his Arms, what Time the Theban Wi Wi 
And proud Lyrneſſus met their deſtin'd Fall; Ye 
When brave Epiſtrophus and Mynes ſlain " 
Sprung from Zvenus, preſt the fatal Plain. 

The Hero now indulg'd his anxious Woe, 1 
But ſoon to riſe in Combate with the Foe. I Bor 


Frot 


11 


From Phylace and Ceres awful Bow'rs, 
Where Pyrrhaſus expands his Beds of Flow'rs, 
Where rich Itona breeds her fleecy Train, 

And Pteleon's Field, and Antron near the Main; 


The Troops of great Proteſilas were bound, 
Who now was laid within the dusky Ground ; 
The firſt who fell beneath a Dardan Hand, 
From his black Ship deſcending on the Land; 
Unfiniſh'd ſtood his ample Domes of State, 
And his fad Conſort weeping mourn'd his Fate. 
Full forty Ships his native Squadron bore, 
Rink'd by Podarces on the Phrygian Shore; 
His valiant Brother of hiclus Race, 

Who bold in Arms ſaupply'd the Hero's Place; 
vrt fiill his Hoſt tir untimely Stroke deplor'd, 


and wrapt in Grief requir'd their ancient Lord. 


The Bands of Pheræ, and the warlike Men 
born on the Verge of Bebe's wat'ry Fen, 
Nu 2 Where 
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Where Glaphyra's wide Field extended lies, 
And the high Walls of ſtrong Jölcus riſe ; 
Theſe in ten Ships the great Eumelus led, 
Admetus Offspring whom Alceſte bred ; 
Alceſte's far outſhone the Pelian Names, 
The beſt and braveſt of the beautrous Dames, 


Whom rough Oligon and Methone bound, 
And Melibæa's and Thaumacia's Ground, 
Theſe Philoctetes launch'd along the Shores 
In ſev'n black Ships, each row'd by fifty Oars; 
Theſe with their Chief acquir'd the warlike Art | 
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From the bent Bow to wing the ſounding Dart, 

But rackt amidſt the dire Exceſs of Pain 

'T. he Chief lay groaning on the Lemnian Plain, 

Roſe the fierce Ulcer from a Serpent's Sting, 
Nor long ſhall Greece negle& the wounded King. 
Undaunted Medor led the martial Race, 
Sprung from Oileus by a ſtol'n Embrace, 


The 
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The beauteous Rheua bore the lovely Boy, 
Who with a Warrior's Arms now ſaild to Trey. 


The bold OEchalians, in whole lofty Tow'r 
Eurytus once poſſeſt the ſov'reign Pow'r, 
From where [thome's Rocks and Tricca lay, 
Wide oer the Deep purſu'd their wat ry Way: 
Great Podalirius and Machaon ſprung 


From Aſculapius led the Troops along; 
Full thirty Ships the Guardian Chiefs ſurround, 


Skill'd in thoſe Arts that heal the bleeding 
Wound, 


Eurypilus th Ormenian Warriors lea 
In forty Ships with thoſe Af#7r1us bred 
Where gurgling ran Hyperia's limpid Rills, 
And the Snow ſhines on Titau's glitt ring Hills. 


Next Polypætes from his Native Plain 
With forty Ships paſt o'er the ſtormy Main; 


From 
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From fair Gyrtone, and from Orthe's Lands, 
And proud Argiſſa mov'd the gen'rous Bands; 
Where Oloofſon darts her Gleams of Light, 
And where Zone views th Oympian Height; 
Sprung from FHippodame's connubial Love, 
And great Pirithous of the Sced of Jove, 
That Day when forc'd from Pelion's lofty Glades 
Fled the rough Centaurs to th' Athican Shades; 
With him Leonteus ſought the Phrygian Shore, 
Whom the fair Queen of great Coronus bore. 


From Cyphus Guneus to the War's Alarms 
Led the bold Euian and Perhæbian Arms; 


In twenty Ships the fierce Battalions rode, 
With thoſe who fill'd Doaona's cold Abode, 


Or where the Streams of Titareſius flow, 
Smooth into Peneus, nor deſcend below; 
But o'er the filyer Wave unmingled glide, 


And float ſerene above the gulphy Tide; 


From 
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From gloomy Styx th infernal Waters riſe, 
Styx, the dire Oath, and Sanction of the Skies. 


With Protheus came the bold Magneſian 


Race, 
Tenthredon's Son, and skilful in the Chace, 


Around the Fields where Peneus rolls his Flood, 
And cloudy Pelion ſpreads his waving Wood 


Twice twenty Ships obey'd his high Commands: 
Such were the Chiefs, and ſuch the Grecian Bands. 


What Greek, O Muſe, excell'd in warlike Deeds? 
Who brought to Troy the nobleſt Race of Steeds? 
Eumelus Mares were foremoſt on the Plain, 
Fleet as the Birds, and of Pheretrian Strain; 
Bred by the God, where Springs Pierian flow, 
He, on whoſe Arm reſounds the ſilver Bow. 
Wide o'er the Field they ſpread an ardent Rage, 
The fame their Height, their Colour and their 

Age. 
tax 
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Hax the Palm of martial Valour wore, 
While great Achilles blaz d in Arms no more, 
He, who in Strength ſurpaſt all human Race, 
' Whoſe Steeds di vine were matchleſs in the Chace; 
But he for Greece no longer wav d the Sword, 


Fierce in his Wrath againſt her haughty Lord; 
Along the Shore his idle Warriors ſtood, 


Or bent their Bows beſide the ſable Flood; 
Or flung their Jay'lins with a ſportive Hand, 
Or threw the Disk along the ſounding Strand; 
Cloſe in the Tents their coy red Chariots lay, 
The Steeds negleQted graz d beſide the Bay; 
But the brave Leaders wand ring o'er the Plain 


Curs d with Regret their angry Lord's Diſdain. 


Now ruſh'd the Armies with a clatt ring Sound, IN 
Swift as a Flame devours the thirſty Ground; 0 
As when in Arime Heay'n's thund'ring Sire Bi 


Fierce on Typhoeus hurls the Blaſt of Fire, 


So 


ih. 
So groan'd the Earth, while o'er the duſty Lands 


Swift and impetuous drove the num'rous Bands. 


But Iris haſt ning from the Realms above 
Rode on the Winds, the Meſlenger of Jove : 
In Priams Porch combin'd the Trojan Peers, 
The Youth conſulting with the Chiefs in Tears; 
In Voice ſhe ſeem'd Polites in the Chace 
The fleeteſt Youth of Priam's kingly Race, 
Who from Aſetes Tomb obſery'd below 
How from the Ships advanc'd the Grecian Foe; 
When thus to Priam in his Son's Diſguiſe 
Spoke the fair Goddeſs of the ſhow'ry Skies. 


Shall vain Debates thy royal Care employ, 
When War aſcending threats the Walls of Tray? 
Oſt have aſſembled Hoſts alarm'd my Sight, 
But neer till now ſach Numbers claim'd the 

Fight ; 


O o | The 
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The cloſe embatte!'d Troops the Field ſurround, 
As Sands the Shore, or Leaves beſtrow the 
Ground : | 

Now, Hector, now advance thy ſtrong Supplies 
Nov call the various Pow'rs of Troy's Allies; 
Let all the Chiefs their Arms united wield, 
And lead their bold Auxiliars to the Field, 


The mighty Chief the Voice celeſtial knew, 
The Council roſe, to Arms the Warriors flew. 
The Gates expanding pour d the num'rous Race, 
The Steeds and Warriors fill'd the crowded Space; 


Ruſh'd to the Plain with various-ſounding Cries | 
And the loud Noiſe tumultuous ſhook the Skies Y] - 
Where ſtands in View of ions lofty Tow'rs A 
Myrinne's Tomb, fo call th Immortal Pow'rs 4 
The ſtately Pillar rear'd amidſt the Plain; A 

| But nam'd Bateia by ol carthly Swain A 
. In 


There 
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There rang'd in Order by their Chief's Com- 
mands | 


Stood the fierce Trojans, and auxiliar Bands, 


The Sons of Troy undaunted Heffor led, 


The dazling Plume way'd o'er the Warrior's 


Head ; 

Him with their Arms the braveſt Troops ex- 
plord, 

And the long Lances gleam'd around their 


Lord. 


The Dardan Pow'rs divine Duras choſe, 
Who from the ſweet Embrace of Yenus roſe : 
Auchiſes Son, and born in Idas Grove, 

A Goddeſs pregnant by a Mortal's Love. 
Archilochus with ſocial Arms inſpir'd 


And Acamas the joint Command acquir'd ; 


Antenor's Sons, who bore an equal-Share 
In the bold Science of a Warrior's Care. 
cre 25 o 0 2 Wha © 
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Who drink the ſable Wave Zſepus yields, 
Or range around Zeleia's wealthy Fields, 
Theſe from the Foot of 14a's Hill conyey'd 


The Pow'r of warlike Pandarus obey'd ; 


The Hero's Bow, who from Lycaon ſprung, 
High on his Arm, the Gift of Phebus, hung. 


From fam'd Apæſus, and Adreſtia's Bounds, 
And Teree's Mountains, and Pityea's Grounds, 
Their Squadron Amphins and Adraſtus drew, 


þ 
| 
Whoſe Fate their Sire, ſupream of Augurs, MW 4 
knew ; I: 


The Careful Merops with the Fears of Age 10 
Fore warn d his Sons of War's deſtructive Rage; N 


But warn d in vain; they reach'd the Trojan A. 


Wall, E 
And their own Fate impulſiye wrought their I Le 
Fall. 


From 
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From fair Arisbe rich in warlike Stores, 
And Sz/tos, and Abydos neighb'ring Shores, 
With thoſe in Practius and Percote bred, 
Alus Hyrtacides his Squadron led; 

His mighty Steeds from Selle's Waters came, 
And their red Eyeballs ſhot an ardent Flame. 


The ſtrong Pelaſgi march'd in dire Array, 
And from Lariſſa's Fields purſu d their Way; 
By bold Hippothous led they fought the Wars, 
And brave Py/zus, dreadful Sons of Mars; 


Here Acamas and Pirous brought the Race 


Of Savage Warriors from the Coaſt of Thrace, 

Where ſtormy Helleſpont foams o'er the Plain, 

And the Wind roars along the wint'ry Main; 
Euphemus here beneath his high Commands 

r Led to the Field the fierce Ciconian Bands, 

Sprung from Trægenian Ceus ardent Love, 


Who ow'd his Nurture to the Care of Jove. 


From 


[L 294 J 


. 


From diſtant Amydon, where Axius flows, 
Peonia's T roops arriv'd with crooked Bows; 
The bold Pyrechmes was their valiant Guide, 
Where Axius far ex pands his beauteous Tide, 
Where num'rous Rills the mighty Flood ſur- 
round, 


And the fair Stream rolls o'er the floated Ground, 


The Paphlagonians in whoſe Paſtures feed 


© .@ 


The Race of Mules of wild Henetia's Breed, 


With Pylemenes march'd from Cromna's Side, ; 
High Seſamus upreard with tow'ry Pride, N 
Cytorus crown'd with ever verdant Wood, l 
And where Parthenius rolls his ample Flood; A 
Where o'er his Banks the ſhining Structures riſe, 
Where bleak -Zg1a/us near Cromna lies, 
And Erjthinus' Mountains brave the Skies. _ 
Here ſtout Epiſtrophus the next in Place Me 
With Dius brought the Halizonian Race, On 


From 
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From diſtant Alybe, where Mines abound, - 
And the rich Veins of Silyer deck the Ground. 


There with the My//an Arms the warlike 
Peer 

Young Chr omis ſtood, and Eunomus the Seer: 
Whoſe Skill in Augury could not withſtand 
The fatal Stroke of great Achilles Hand: 
When prone he fell from off the fighting Plain, 
Swept by the Flood amidſt the Heaps of Slain. 
Here brave Aſcauius, like the Pow'rs divine 
Led the bold Phrygians of the Aſcanian Line 
Him Phorcys join'd with Legions from afar, Il. 
And their fierce Boſoms claim'd the riſing War. | | 


Next moy'd the Race the Vales of Tmolus 
yield, 


The Race, who plow'd Meonid s ample Field. _ 
Meſthles and Antiphas the Squadron led, Lil 
On Gyge's Lake the hardy Chiefs were bred. | ] 


There 
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There from the Sides of wild Mzander's Flood, 
High AMycale, and Phthiron crown'd with Wood, | 
And proud Miletus, with conſusd Alarms 
Barbaric Sounds proclaim'd the Carian Arms, 
O'er theſe with Naſtes join'd in bright Array 
The vain Amphimachus acquir'd the Sway; 
Who deckt with Gold, and fond of empty Pride 
Rode to the Combate like a glitt'ring Bride, 
Nor could his idle Pomp befriend its Lord, 
Who fell beneath Achilles fatal Sword; 

Rapt by the Flood along the Waves he roll d, 

And the fierce Victor ſeiz d the captiye Gold. 
With blameleſ Glaucus and Sarpedon came 

The laſt Battalions of auxiliar Name : 

Remote from cia march'd the Warrior Bands, 


Where gulphy Xanthus floats the watry Lands, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


HE Greeks and Trojans being ready to 
1 | engage in Battle, Paris, by the Means 7 
1 Hector, ſends a Challenge to Menelaus to decide 
J the Quarrel by a ſingle Combate. Iris calls He- 
len to behold the Duel; ſhe ſtands upon the Walls | 
of Troy, where Priam enquires of her the Names 
of the Grecian Leaders. The Kings on either 
Side take the ſolemn Oaths for the E 
of the Conditions. Paris being overcome by Mg 
nelaus, is ſnatched away to his Apartment, 
Venus, who afterwards calls Helen, and brings | 
them together. The Duel being ended, Agamem- YF | 
non 2 and in a ſhort Speech demands the | 
Performance of the Articles. 


THIRD BOOK 


HOMER Iliad. 


T THEN thus in, Arms appear'd each 

Warrior Hoſt, 

Rank d with their Chiefs along th embattel'd 
Coaſt ; 

Forth ruſh'd the Trojans with confusd Alarms, 

Preſs'd to the Field, and claſh'd the Din of Arms. 

$o the ſhrill Cranes from Storms and Tempeſts 
ly, | | | | 

Sound o'er the Main, and ſhake the echoing Sky, 

2 Sound 
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To Pigmy Foes they fteer their deadly Flight, 
Fierce on their Wings deſcends th aerial Fight. 
But ſilent, firm, with mutual Valour ſtrong, 
All breathing Wrath the Greets advanc'd along, 
And as a Mountain Miſt glides o'er the Plains, 
Friend to the Thieves, but fatal to the Swains, 
When hazy Skies the diſtant View confound ; 
So the thick Cloud roſe dark ning from the 

Ground, 046 e800 
While to the Fight amidſt the duſty Lands 


Swift and impetuous drove the num' rous Bands 


When Foe to Foe the fierce Battalions ſtood. 


Forth iflu'd Paris to the Field of Blood; 
Plac'd in the Front before his Trojan Van 
Fair as a God advanc'd the beauteons Man. 
A Panther's Hide way'd'o'er his Arms, below 


Gleam'd his bright Sword, and hung beſide the 


Bow; 4. f 


nne 6 ied 
| He 
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He ſhook two brazen Spears with bold Diſdain, 
And dar'd the braveſt Greek that crown'd the 
Plain. 
Him when Atrides view'd from off his Car 


Stalk with Defiance in the Front of War, 
As the grim Lion with a fierce Delight 


Views the fat Stag, and rouzes at the Sight, 
The captive Prize his hungry Jaws devour, 
And Dogs and Men in vain oppoſe his Pow'r: 
Thus Atreus Son exults with furious Joy, 
and quells in vengeful Thought the Pride of 
Troy. 
Arm'd from his Chariot with a clatt'ring Sound 
prung the fierce Chief impetuous to the Ground; 
Soon as the Warrior in his Front appear'd, 
The conſcious Raviſher beheld and fear d; 
Back he retir'd, and with diſgraceful Flight 
dereen d by his Ranks declin'd the deadly Fight. 
As when a Tray'ler in the Mountain Brake 


Views with Surprize the high-ereQed Snake, 
The 
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The Wretch with quick Recoil and trembling | 
| Pace Jil 
Starts ſhuddring back, and Fear appals his Face Ft 
Thus all confus d the Trojan Chief withdrew 
Back to his Troops, and ſhunn'd Atrides View. 


But Heetor kindling at the ignoble Sight, 


With brave Reproach upbraids his tim' rous 'þ 

Flight : . 4 j 

d Unhappy Pari, whole deceitful Charms Y 
* 


| Speak thee no Warrior but in Woman's Arms, 
Oh! hadſt thou never drawn this vital Breath, 80 
Or ſunk unmarried in th' Embrace of Death, Tt 
Rather than thus Inglorious to be born 


Thy Country's Scandal, and the Grecians Scorn. Th 
Th 


Gods! how they - to ſec their Fears miſtook 
Thy courtly Viſage for a Champion's Look; arr 
But tho' thy Face a gallant Ait impart, - 

That fair Diſguiſe conceals a Coward's Heart. 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


Was He 
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Was this thy Valour, when thy pompous Oars 
Thro' foreign Seas explor'd the Spartan Shoars ? 
When thou and thy Allies with impious Pride 
Of two brave“ Heroes ſtole the beauteous Bride; 
And to thy Father's Bane, thy Country's Woe, 
Shame to thy ſelf, but Triumph to the Foe, 
Thy Hand convey'd with ſuch deſtruQtive Joy 
That fatal Beauty to the Walls of Troy; 
Tet now. thou dar'ſt not bid thy warlike Sword 
Meet the juſt Anger of her injur'd Lord; 
Soon would he ſhow thee in th uncqual Strife ' 
Thy Arms too weak to keep Atrides Wife. 
Nor ſhall thy courtly Form, thy graceful Air, 
Thy filver Cittern, and thy curling Hair, 
Thoſe Gifts of Venus, in that Day be found 
um'd in thy Cauſe, when thou ſhalt preſs the 
Ground ; 


Had - 


'HeieN was firſt married to Tus us, and then to MexELAus. 
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Had Tr roy to Greece bur common Juſtice ſhown, 


The Weight of Vengearte had on thee been 


: 
> 
thrown, | 
! 


Deep-whelm'd beneath the Monumental Stone. 


| 
| 


To Hector thus a beautcous Chief confeſt, 
Juſt is the Blame thy angry Voice expreſt; 


But where, brave Warrior, ſhall a Soul appear 
Like thine impaſſive to the Shocks of Fear? 


Strong as the Steel which nervous Artiſts wield 


To fell thoſe Trees that plow the watry Field, 


Such is the Force thy vig'rous Heart beſtows, MW 
Such in thy Soul ur unweary'd Ardour glows. 

But let not Hector ' Might thoſe Gifts diſdain - MI ” 
Which golden V. ents grants her Fay rite Swain, 


» 4 


3 Rare are the Gifts Inick Heav'n alone ſupplies, W ' 
if No Wiſh commands thoſe Favours of the Skies 

1 Yet wouldſt thou have me to the Combate yield, | 
Firſt ſeat the G recks and Trans o'er the Field; 


2 


| 
| 
P 
| 
| 
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11 meet Atrides in each Army's Sight 


For Helen's Charms and Helen's Dow's to fight, 
And he whom Conqueſt ſhall adorn with Fame, 
His be the Dow'r, and his the beauteous Dame; 


Thus you no more may urge your warlike Toit, 
But reſt in Peace on Troy's all-plenteous Soil, 
While they to Greece reſtore their ſhining Arms, 
Greece, fam'd for Steeds, and bleſt with Beauty's 


He ſpoke, and Hector with a valiant Joy 
Graſp'd his mid Spear, and ftay'd the Bands of 
Trey; 
Then bold into the Midſt the Warrior goes, 
Marked by the Eyes of all his num' rous Foes; 
Thick fly the Stones, the Arrows 
r or 
Wing'd with fierce Aim from very Grecian 


Bow. 


Qq | 8 But 


— _—— 2 — 
* 
— * — 


1 > 


But thro the Field thus cry'd th' * Imperial 


King, 


Greece, ſtay thy Hand, nor draw the hoftile | 


String, 


Great Hector's Motions would beſpeak our Ear, 


Known by his Plume, and Signal 6f his Spear; 


| THh' offenſive Arms the Greeks ſorbore to wield, | 
Awd by their King, and Silence ſtill'd the Field. 
| 


Then in the Midſt to all the Warrior Bands 


Thus Hector ſpoke his Brother's bold Demands; 
Ye Greeks and Trojans, hear the gen'rous Words 


Which Paris a, whoſe Quarrel draws your 
Swords; 

Let Greece and Toy no more in Arms appear, 

Wide o'er the Plain be fix'd the glitt ring Spear, 

He'll meet Atrides in each Army's Sight, 


For Helen's Charms and Helen's Dow's to fight; 
; * An d ' 
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And he whom Conqueſt ſhall adorn with Fame, 


His be the Dow'r, and his the beauteous Dame. 
Thus laſting Leagues ſhall heal our hoſtile Jars, 
And mutual Peace compoſe the alternate Wars. 


He ſpoke, but all kept Silence at the Word, 
Till bold in Arms up roſe fair Helens Lord, 
Hear me too, Warriors, for I grieve to ſee 
the Wounds you've felt for Paris and for me; 
| But tho' we made theſe gallant Armies Foes, 
| This Hand, I truſt, ſhall now diſmiſs your Woes : 
kau he alone on whom the Fates impend, 


hut you in Peace your bloody Combates end. 


Ide then, O Troy, the ſolemn Rites begun, 
ro Lambs prepare ye for the Earth and Sun, 
This God a White, and that a Black demands, 
The Third is Fove's from our Majeſtic Hands 
ledg'd for his Sors let Lium's hoary King 

il the ſtrong League, and all his Sanctions 
bring Y | 


Qq 2 * 


| 
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His Sons no Faith can " no Oaths can bind, 
For Youth is raſh, and w 
Age by what's Paſt what may be Future ſees, 


v'ring as the Wind; 
And deep Experience form its wife Decrecs. 


All heard, and all vial him with Delight, 
Rais'd with big Hopes to end the Toils of Fight; | 
Then quick deſcending from the lofty Car | 
Fix'd their bold Steeds beyond the Files of War, 
Next from their Limbs the cumbrous Mail un- 

bound, 
And placd their glitt'ring Arms along the 

Ground ; 5 
Join d on all Sides appear'd the Warrior-Race, 
Each by his Arms, and clos'd the crowded Space. 
Then march'd great Hefor's Delegates to bring 
Troys ritual Victims, and the rev'rend King; 
Talthibius haſt ned to the Naval Strand, | 
Obſequious Herald of his Lord's Command, ] 
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To fetch the Lamb the peaceful Rites require, 


Doom'd by the Greeks to Heay'n's immortal Sire. 


Mean while to Helen wing'd Thaumantias 
came, 

t, In Form ſhe ſeem'd Antenor's kindred Dame 
Labllice; twas thus the Goddeſs ſtood, 
he faireſt Nymph of Priam's princely Blood. 
u, She at her Loom the beauteous Artiſt found, 
und The Trojan Wars emblaz'd the Texture round : 
wide vcr the Web full many a Hero's Doom 


Slain in her Cauſe was imag'd in her Loom: 


When thus advancing to the Royal Fair 
Spoke the ſwift Maid who gilds the ſhow'ry Air, 


9 Approach, O faireſt in thy Sex's Charms, 
And ſee what Wonders grace the Field of Arms; 
No Warrior fierce the bloody Fight to wage, 


Pants for the Foe, or burns with martial Rage; 


Propt 


Her Parents, Friends, and Country left behind 


©... . 
Propt on their Shields the ſilent Hoſt appears, 
Ceas d are the Wars, and fix d the brazen Spears, 
Thy Hartan Lord and Paris only ſtay 
Arm d in thy Cauſe to end the bloody Day; 
For thee their Spears the warlike Rivals wield, | 
Thee, the fair Bride of him who wins the Field, | 


The Goddeſs ſpoke, and in the beauteous 
| . Dame 


Wak'd the ſoft Image of her former Flame; 


Glow'd in the Wiſhes of her anxious Mind: 


She veil'd her Face, and roſe with awful Fear, 


Soft, as ſhe went, diſtill'd the conſcious Tear. W 


Behind were Clymene and Hithra ſeen, 

Two fair Attendants of the lovely Queen. T1 
'Thus on they moy'd with flow Majeſtic State, 
And ſhay'? their Progreſs to the can Gate. 
There ſate the hoary Seniors of the Town, | 
The Guardian Chiefs of T. roy's imperial Crown; 


2 'There 
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There Panthus, Clyrius, and Thymetes, ac d 


With equal Honour, round the King were phe d : 
Lampus and Hicet aon, Sons of Mars, . | ; — 
Once brave in Arms, but now diſus d to Wars; 
Antenor and Icalegon, renown'd 


For for Advice, the grave Aſſembly « crown d; 


Ld 


That now no more in fighting Fields appears, 
Now frail with Age, and talkative in Years; 
Full weak their Voice, in ſuch a feeble Strain 
The Graſhoppers chirp tuneful oer the Plain. 
I approaching Beauty charm'd them to her 
Cauſe, 22 7 


Nond'ring they gaz'd, and; whiſe d their ths 
plauſe. 


ſho now, they cry'd, this long, oy War can 


blame ? 
ho would not fight for ſuch a glorious Dame? 
tight as a Goddeſs what Immortal Grace 
ivoms in the Beauties of her heay'nly Face ! 


Yet 


See from the Walls the Spouſe who once wh 
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Yet take her hence, nor let that Face deſttoy 
Fair as it is, the future Hopes of Troy. © 


Thus all in Secret their Applauſes poke, 
When rev'rend Priam firſt the Silence broke; 


Approach, fair Helen, fix thy Seat by mine, 


thine, | 5 nl 
* hy Friends and Kindred of the Hartan Line. 
N ot thou, but Heavn inſpir d theſe Grecian Foes, 
Heav'n the * ou] of all wy num'rous Woes. | 
But fay, what Greek is he who crowns the Field, 
To whoſe bold 5 talleſt Warriors yield? 

Say, from what Monarch did that Hero ſpring? | 


His AG Geſture bee that Greek a King. 


Dread a Sire, the Paireſt of her Sex replies, 
Whole awful Preſence bids my Fears ariſe, 
Oh! had Ldy'd, ere] by Flatt ry won 


| Leſt my chaſte Lord to wed thy fatal Son, 


Frot 


* F. * . 
{+ 1 } * - 
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From both my. Brothers, all my Friends to rove 
Falſe to my Child, diſloyal to my Love; 

For this the conſcious Anguiſh of my Shame 
Flows into Tears, and waſtes my feeble F name. 
But hear the Anſwer which my Sire demands, 90 


% 


| Y 5cfore your Eyes great Agamemnon ſtands;, . 
be firſt who from the Line of Atreus ſprings, 
The chief of Warriors, and the beſt of Kings, 
8 My Brother too, if yet my foul Diſgrace 


us me Siſter of that perirous Rave, 

1d, She — * and the King with Wonder raid 1 

View wy his 1 Foe, and dune admiring yo 8 

85 What ha ppy St Stars on Tl hee, Arrides thong 2 oY 

„ What Realms in Arms attend thy One. 
Throne! LY.) . 11 2 . 


. 
p 11+ 9 * 1 . # 


A — — Pow r once rac the Phrygian 
Lands, 

brave Otreus Troops, and bra. g num rous 
Bands, 

R r Encamp'd 


[ 31 4 * 

Enemgd with their” 8 my Trojan Squadrons | 

tod, 81 
Rang d on the Banks of Sangar's gulphy Flood; 
"Twas when we met the Amazonian Dames, | 
Bold all as Men, and breathing equal Flames; 
Yet theſe muſt all in Force and N umbers yield, | 
Match'd with thy Greeks who fill the {pacious 

Field. | 


He faid, and view'd the brave Ulyſet round. 
What's he, whoſe Alas! lie proſtrate on the 
Ground? 92 e 
Large i is his Bulk, his Breaff is brand e, 
But wants the Height of klammen 8 Head. 


FR 37 * * 4 


He like the Ram aft his fleecy T rain, 


Runs thro the Ranks and Gen alt the Plain, 


| 2 
* - - * =» * 
Tiki 1. in 9 * - 5 TRY, : . ble 1 0 


That Gre re eply d the Progeny of 9 obe, 
Speaks the Fam 4 Oltpring of Tarte Tote 


* * 
| | 7 18 
# # » ? , ' 
4 : * — 1 4 7 * 
* 


16 | 
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Tis wiſe, {7{yer,, on her frowning Shore 
Rough Ithaca th! experienc'd Warrior bre 
Rude is his Country, but the Hero's Name 
SLY erp exalis his Country's Fe. 


Nn © oy elle Aa: 


3 * L . i SS I * 4147 221 


His Silence here the grave  Antenor broke, 


141 "TAS 


'Tis true, © Helen, what t your Praiſes ſpoke; 


1 
Frig 100. 71299 £ A QO3 


G reece did U hues and th Yy 8 Prince employ 


32759 


Sent in thy Cauſe . ors. to Troy: . 

Both in my Houſe a friendly, Freedom ſhgr f, 

[ knew their Statures, and their Parts compar d. 

Atriaes ſtanding bore s loſtier State, 1 doi! | 

But with ſuperior Aye {ſes fate. 0 

nen both their Gifts.of Zlocytion bow d, 

rides: Words with. juſt Expreſſion flow 4% 0 

Few, but yet. cloſe, and plain, but never dull, 

All was ſententious, and ſuccinctiy full. 

But when his artful. Prudence to diſcloſe, 

Forth fjom his Seat Uly/es gravely zoſe, . / * 
W 


D MENEITLA us. 
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He fix his fd Eyes upon the Send, 
Nor rear d his Hand, nor wav d his Sæepter and 
But like the Form of ſtupid Dulneſs flood, 49 | 
Or Madnefo thoughtful in his ſullen Mood; a 
Let his Words follow'd with a gentle Flow 

Soft, melting, copious as the wintry Snow; 


18 
Th 'uorival d Speech our Ju Applauſes ew 


None judg 4 Us Me. don a partial v View. = 
e 


” 
„ 
r F 


we Kung then look d on Har with Strprize 
What Greeb is he, who bears that mofiſtrous Sin? 1 
High oer the Reſt with Shoulders WidUy ſpread 
Up rears the giant Chief his tow'ting Head! © 
'Tis warlike hun, aid the beairtedus Dame, 
The valiant Bulwark Uf the Grecian Name: 
The brave Lmenbu beyond him ftünd, 
And ſeeths a God amidft his Cybtzn' Bands, "fe 
Our Seit would oft that Royal Gueſt detain, 
When he from Cyere to Harri eioft the Main, 


Here 


lere 


** 1 
Here could Þ name what other Greeks below -** 
Rule the wide Field, for I the Warriors know; 


But two brave Chiefs to my enquiring Sigt 
Riſe not among th' imperial Sons of Fight, 
Pollux, who moſt in Strength of Arms exceeds, 
And Caſtor skill d to rein the fiery Steeds; 
My valiant Brothers by a mix'd Embrace, 
From one fair Mother ſprung our princely Race.. 
Perhaps the Chiefs from S$parta's lovely Plain 
Spread not their Sails along the ſtormy Main; 
Or now refuſe diſgraceful Arms to wield, 
Fored by my Shame to fly th inglorious Field. 
NH Wer in 1d a n e at) 
Thus ſne, but they in Death's Embraces bound 
Slept in the Tomb beneath their native Ground! 
And now the Heralds with a conſcious Joy 
Brought throꝰ the Town the Sacrifice of Troy aA 
Two yotiye Lambs, a Goat's diſtended Skin, 
Whoſe Bulk inclos'd the faced Wine within, 


2 wo” 
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Ideus brought an Urn of glitt ring Mold, 


Join d with the Cups whoſe Figures wh. 
Gold; 
Skill'd in Addreſs th' olfennion Herald food, 


And thus beipoke the Sire of Trojas Blogs... | 
, Riſe, Priam, riſe, the Royal Warriors yield 

To feal the League, and call thee to the Field; | 
In Helen's Cauſe two rival Chiefs appear, Wo 
Adventrous Paris dares Atrides Spear; 
And he whom Conqueſt ſhall adorn with Fame, 
His be the Dow'r, and his the beauteous Dame, . 
Thus you no more may urge your warlike Toll, 
But reſt in Peace on of roy's all-plenteous Soil, 

While they to Greee reſtore their ſhining Army, 
Greece fam d for Stceds and bleſt with ae 


| | Charms, 


lhe 


Struck with Sep 5 fatal Word sto ber 
The trembling ae confeſt a Parent's Fear; 
| AAM. 5 KL. ze * 3 ſha 
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Then bade the Chiefs his Royal Courſets bring 
radden the Chiefs obeyd the rev rend King. 
dow to the Seat the hoary Sire aſcends, - 
And grave Autenbr on his Prince attends. 
Thro' Scea's Gates th Imperial Car proceeds, 
Thence to the Field ** drove the gen rous 
Steeds; 2 
Then both deſcending took their ſilent Stands 
Right in the Midſt between the hoftile Bands. 
Vith that the * Warrior of Laertes' Line 
boſe with the $ King; the Heralds" thix'd the 
wine i en Dom 2 acl ond cen 
oer to the Kings the facred Heralds drew, 
ud o'er their Hands the ricual Water threw.” 
trides then his eliceri ring Knife dict, 
That ever hung befide his wartike N 5 
hen © fer the Lanibs the fatal Steel he ſpread, ” 
My crop d 3 Lock from o CA Vim s Head; 


2 


S Tie 
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The Heralds ſeiz d it with a rev'rend Care, 
And gave each Leader his allotted Share; 
Then ſtood Atrides, and with ſuppliant Crics, 
High rear d his Hands, and thus inyokd the | 
Skies e ur 


O Jove ſupream, to whoſe Almighty Will 
Bend the high Heav'ns, and 1's ſacred Hill, 
Thou glorious Sun with thy all-ſeeing Beams, 

Thou Parent Farth, and all ye conſcious Streams; 
Ye gloomy Gods, who rule th' Infernal Coaſt, 
Rack guilty Souls, and ſcourge the perurd 

Ghoſt; _ | 1225 

Hear and atteſt; if Paris Arm prevails, 
Ereece on the Main ſhall hoiſt her flying Sal, 
Safe from a Foc let his vietorious 5 1 
Keep the rich Beauty, and enjoy the Dow, 
If Heavn with Conqueſt crowns Atrides Sword, 
8 To him be Helen and her Dow er reſtord i ; 
140 * 


| 
J 
A 
8 
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Let Nam pay the Forfd of her Crime; 
Own'd in the Annals of ſucceeding Time: ö 
But if the Sons of Troy che Fine detain, = 
When Paris once lies proſttate on the Plain 

Here will J ſtill th' avenging Sword difplay, 
And fee whoſe Arm ſhall end the bloody Day. 


CP) ibs 
Deep at the Word he truck the deadly Wound; 
And laid the gaſping Vidtims on the Groung ; 41 


1 — 7 


With tat te Chicks the golden | Urns incline, 
From ev N oa they pour the mingled | Wine; 5 
Then join — Pray rs the holy Rites to cloſe, 1 
And thus their ſolemn Imprecation roſe. 

Hear, Jove, and all ye Rulers of the Skies, 
Who firſt ſhall dare to break theſe faered Ties, 
As on the Ground diltils this purple Flcd, 
80 may their ah ſo their ee 
* 24. 


May al their Race like — hadowa elit. 7 
And all be — with an Adult rous Bride! 


% 
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Thus both the Hoſts invoke the Pow'1#boye;) | 
But reach'd in vain th' Ow Ears re. 

. "Tt ng! h 08 

Then Priam roſe, and thus expreſt his Fear, 
Ye warlike Bands, my Heart's Intention hear; 
Home will L go where Troy's imperial Po.]. 
High to the Winds up rears her lofty 'Tow'r; 
I love my Son, nor can my aged Sight 
Brook the fad Proſpedt of this dang” rous Fight, 
Tis vain to gueſs which ſalling Chief mall yield, 
Jove only 1 knows — Fortune of the Feld. 


* 
54,1 * GY A 


High bn hi Car an Qaightt#d" Tambo te 
And with” Antenor from the Plain withdiew.  * 
Then Hector and Ulyſſes meaſurd round © © 
The Lifts of Fight, and mark d the fatal Ground] 
Next in the Helmet threw the dubions'CHance, 
Whoſe Arm ſhould firſt emit the brzen Lance. 


Thes 


Re 


2 
. 
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Then pray d the | Hoſts, and thus with: lifted 
Hands | CEE . bid 

Roſe the joint Wiſh of all the Warrior Bands; 

O Jove ſupream, to whoſe Almighty Will 

Bend the high, Heav'ns, and Iaa's ſacred Hill, 

Who causd this War, let his unbody'd Choſt 

Tread the dark Manſions of th' Infernal Coaſt; 


Let mutual Peace this ſolemn League maintain, 
And bind our Friendſhip with a laſting Chain. 


Then warlike Hector, as he glanc'd a Loox 
Back on the Field, the brazen Helmet ſhook, 
e Forth leap'd his Brother's Lot; the Heroes round 
Hach in his Place fate num rous o'er the Ground; 
The fiery, Stecds inclos d the liſted Field, 
Beſide each Warrior gleam'd his various Shield. 
With that the Lord of Heleus beautcous 


Round his fair Shoulders brac'd his dazling Arms; 
882 Firſt 


* PARIS 
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Firſt on his Legs in martial Pomp diſpos d f 
Blaz'd the rich Greayes - * Studs of Silver 


Fix d on his Breaſt Lycaon's Carles ſnone, 
Down from his Shoulders way'd a glitt ring Zone, N 
There hung the Sword, of 10 the temperd 
Blade, | 
With ſilver Nails the curious Hus inlaid. 
Next the fair Warrior from the duſty Field 
Rear d the vaſt Orb of his capacious Shield ; 
A burniſh'd Helm gleam'd o'er his Head; behind 
The Horſe-hair Creſt wav d dreadful in the 
Wind; | i esl b 
And while his Hand a mining Jav'lin choſe, 
Arm d at all Points the brave Atrides roſe. 


(| 
| 


Thus arnrd, and frowning with a fierce Diſdain | 
March'd the two Chiefs amidſt the fatal Plain; 
A deep Suſpence, as cach advanc d along, I * 
Sate in the Eyes of all the ä 10 


Now 
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Now Foe to Foe: their brazen Jav'lins ſhook, + 
Lowrd with Revenge, and glar'd an angry Look. 


Firſt beauteous Paris at the Grecian flung, 
Full on his Shield the furious Jav'hn rung, 
But quick rebounding from its brazen Field 


Sprung blunted off, nor pierc'd th impaſlive 
Shield. 

Then fierce Atrides ſtood prepar'd to throw, 

But firſt from Jove implor'd a conqu'ring Blow - , 

0 /-ve, may this vindictive Arm: ſucceed, 

baue to his Friend may Paris juſtly blecd; 


l Let gen rous Friends an awful Fear engage, 
And rife uninjur d in a future Age. 


Fierce at the Word elanc d * the Ficld | 
Flew the ſharp Spear againſt the Trojaw 8 Shield ; 11 
Deep thro his Orb the Spear impetuous came, 
And fix d within his Corſlet's temper d Frame; 
Then glanc d along, and pierc'd his Robe below, 
Down he reclin'd, and ſhunn'd the deadly Blow. 
But 
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But Atreus Son ſprung furious to invade; 1101 | 
And ſwiftly drew the dreadful-gleaming Blade; | 
Then on his Helm impel a pondrous Stroke, | 
Crack'd the weak Steel, the Sword ſhort ſhiviting | 


* ag 
4 


broke. 


Deep ſigh'd Atrides, and with angry Cries 
Glanc'd a fierce Look againſt the partial Skies; | | 


O envious Jove, from thee deſcends my Woe, 


Thou ſhield'ft from Vengeance this ung 


See the Sword ſhivers, and the faithleſs Dart 


Errs from my Arm, nor wounds the 'Traytor's | 


Heart. 


He ſpoke, and ſoon the Warriors Helm compreſt, 


Where the thick Horſe-hair floated o'er his Creft; 
Then drag d him on with his vicdorious Hands 


Prone oer the Ground townnll the Grecian 


Bands; * 
Fierce as he _ him on, the 3 King 


. cor 


Round his clos &d Beaver ſtrain d tir embroider d 
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Soon had he triumph d o'er th inglorious Chief, 
But Beauty's Qgeen beheld her Fay:rite's Grief; 
Swift to his Aid the Goddeſs mov d along, 
Swift from his Head ſhe rent the cumb rous 

Thong. 

An empty Helm deceiv'd Atrides * 
The empty Helm amidſt the Grecian Bands 
Incens d he threw : the wond'ring Greeks around 
Uprear d the glitt'ring Helmet from the Ground, 
Then, as the Chief advanc'd with Fury near, 
Ruſh'd on his Foe, and aim d the brazen Spear, 
The Queen of Love a ſudden Darkneſs ſpread, 
And veil'd in ambient Clouds the Warrior's Head; 
Then the kind Goddeſs with reſiſtleſs Po] W -:1 © 
Rapt the dear Champion to his Nuptial Bo- ir; 
Round the gay Dome ambroſial Sweets of Love. 
Shed their rich n and fill d the proud Alcove. 


Swift thro the Dome the bright Celeſtial fed, 


To cal fair * a the Genial Bed ; 
High 
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High on the 'Tow'r the Hartan Beauty ſtood, 
Midſt the fair Nymphs of Priams prineely Blood. 
A known Diſguiſe officious Venus took, 
And chang' d her Glorics to a Matron's Look, 
Whoſe skilful Hand, ere ſhe from Sparta came, 
Wove the nich Textures of the Royal Dame; 
She pull'd her Robe, whoſe Fragrance fürd the 
Air, | 22240 
And thus the Pow'r of Love addreſt the Fair, 
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Go, beauteous Nymph, thy my Speed em- 
ploy, wool eu 

Thy Paris calls thee to the Dome of Joy; 
There the gay Chief enrob'd with Beauty's Pride 
Glows on his Bed, and waits his am'rous Bride; 
Nor like a Warrior does the Prince appear, 
Rough from the Dangers of At#ides Spear; 
Soon will thy Eyes the blooming Chief N 
Dreſt ſor the Ball, or | thence retir'd to Love. 
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The Goddeſs ſpoke, and in the-beaytcous Dame 
Wake d his dear Form, and rais d the tender Flame. 
Soon as ſhe ſaw the Breaſt that moves Deſire, |; 
Her Neck, and Eyes that glanc'd celeſtial Fire, 
She knew the Queen of Beauty in Diſguiſe, | 
And conſcious thus expreſt her dread Surprize. 


Falſe Pow'r of Love, to what Imperial Dome 
Still muſt 1 wander from my native Home? 
Muſt I to Phrygia or Mania tend, 

If there thou deign ſt to ſerve an am'rous Friend 
Since now thy Paris on the fatal Strand 

Falls by the Valour of Atrides Hand ; 

Since I muſt hence an odious Bride depart, 
Com'ſt thou inſidious to ſeduce my Heart ? 

Go, Venus, go, thy heav'nly Power deny, 

No more aſcend the Manſions of the Sky ; 

With him the Solace of his Grief" reſide, 
VMiait as a Slave, protect him as a Bride; 

; 4 W For 
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For III no more defame my Royal Charms, 


Nor meet th' Embrace of his inglorious Arms; 


All Troy would ſcoff, and each opprobrioys Dame 


Raiſe in my Soul the copious Pangs of Shame; 


To whom the Goddeſs with an angry Voice, | 


Urge not my Wrath, left I renounce my Choice; 


Should I incens d my Guardian Pow'r remove, 


Should once my Hate glow furious as my Love; 


Soon will Revenge, infpir'd by my Commands, 
Rage in the Breaſts of all the hoſtile Dinds: | 
Thou to their Wrath ſhalt yield thy odious 

Breath, 
And all thy Beauties ſhall be loſt in Death, 


At this the Nymph who ſprung from Joves | 


Embrace, 


Mov'd filent on, and veil'd her conſcious Face ; 


'Then thro' the Crowd of 7; roan Dames unſeen 
The Guardian Goddeſs led th obſequious Queen. 
ee The 
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doon as they entred Priam's ſtately Rooms, 

Her duteous Handmaids ply'd their curious 

High to the Bow'r where Paris lay reclin d, 

Uproſe the Faireſt of the beauteous Kind; 

Full in his View the * Laughter- loving Dame 

? J Pld the fair Offspring of Zove's heay'nly 
Flame. | 

ne turn'd her Eyes aſide with cold Diſdain, 


And thus reproach'd him in a ſcornful Strain. 


1 Thou com'ſt Inglorious from th' embattled 
Strand, 
0 hadſt thou falbn beneath Atrider Hand: 

Oft haſt thou brag d thy vig'rous Arm would 
es jug? '] 3 * 


ſhow 
 Y Vhoſe warlike Spear could ſtrike the ſureſt 
| Blow ; os Co 
t 2 Go, 
*VENUS 


he 
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Go, mighty Chief, reſume thy brazen Shield, / 
Dare the fierce Rival to the hoſtile Field; 


Yet warnd by me no more in Arms appear, 


Nor fall the Victim of his 225 ring Spear. 


Ah! beauteons Nymph, re ply the anxious 
Chief, 
Ceaſe with Reproach to edge my fatal Grief; 

To Atreus Son Minerva lent her , 
Nor has he conquer d but the Warrior Maid; 
This Hand may yet the proſtrate Foe 1 
For Heav'n has Gods that aid the Cauſe of 

Troy. 
But now, my Fair, let angry Diſcord ceaſe, 
And Love compole our jarring Hearts to Peace; 
Not thus I loved, when I from $parta's Plain 
Rapt thy dear Beauties o'er the ſtormy Main, 

When firſt melrcled with thy lovely Arms 
In Cranaè's Ile 1 mingled with thy Charms ; 

Now 


"4 * 
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Now o'er my Breaſt exalted Raptures move, 
and my fierce Paſſion breaths a ſtronger Love. 


Then to the Bed adorn'd with ſtately Pride 
Roſe the glad Lover and his dutcous Bride. 
But fierce Atrides in the Field below 
Rag'd like a Lion for his abſent Foe. 

Vain thro the Ranks the angry Warrior flies, 

Thro' all the Sons of Troy, and Troy's Allies; 
Nor thoſe had fav'd the Coward's odious Breath, 
For all abhorr d him as the Shades of 'Peath. : 


Then roſe the * King, and ſpoke his ju De- 
mands, 


le Trojans, Dardans, and Auxiliar Bands, 


Victorious Fate has crown'd my Brother's 


Sword, 
To him be Helen and her Dow'r reſtord; 


Let 
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Let Jlium pay the Forfeit of her Crime, 
Own'd in the Annals of ſucceeding Time. 
Thus did the King aſſert his Country's Cauſe, 


And Greece in Shouts tum d him loud Ap- 
4 541 BOM WA af3 ng 


| plauſe. 


Lats 


* 


F 
The STORY ef 
BELLEROPHON 


Being the SPEECH of 


G /aucus to N 


Tranſlated * the S1 rd oli « of 
HOME R's Tus... | 


HY asks Tydides, Glaucus thus reply'd, | 
What, wheol Fam, or to what Race 

ally'd ? 4 

Like Leaves on Trees the Sons of Men retire, 

Theſe bloom in Youth, and thoſe in Age expire ; 

Shook by the Storm their with'ring Glory lies 

brane on the Ground, and with the Autumn dies; 

But 
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But ſoon an infant Race adorns the Tree, 
A Race ſuccerding with the vernal Breeze. 
Thus Age with quick Tranſition glides away, 
And the Sons flouriſh as their Sires decay: 
Vet if thy curious Mind would learn the Place 


And the fam'd Story of our antient Race; D 
Know, that in Zphyre, whoſe Tow'r aſcends 
Where Argos to the Main her Bound extends, [ 
Liv'd 8j{phus, the wiſeſt of Mankind, 
Sprung from the ſtormy Soy'reign of the Wind; 
He Sire of Glaucus was: From Gait 4 1 
 Bellerophon a Vouth of ſpotleſ Fame; 

Grac'd by the Gods with Beanty's faireſt 1 
And low d by Nen for worthy Deeds in Arms.” 
Bat he by Pyætut was expelld the Land, Qy) 
Whom FJove had honour'd with ſupream ons 

eib wand: t Si hin . 239 

1 — 
Inſidious ſought to Werk the Here sF Aten 


＋ The 


— — — ˙ůuͥũ. — — 
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The Queen enamour d with his lovely Face 
Strove to ſeduce him to her lewd Embrace; 
But when his virtuous Wiſdom ſcorn'd her Flame, 
To Pretus then complain d the treach rous 
Dame; 
| And in a fell Revenge his Blood requir d, 
The Slave, ſhe cry d, has to thy Bed aſpir d. 
The guilty Tale enrag'd her angry Lord, 
hut conſcious Awe with-held his murd'ring 
Sword; 
[ The Prince he ſent to Lycia's diſtant Land, 
Charged with his own Deſtruction in his Hand, 
i I The deathful Tablet by the King compos'd 
Within its Seal his bloody Mind diſclos dc. 
The Chief arriv'd, juſt Heav'n his Guard and 
n- Guide, 
Where Aanthus Streams the Lycian Fields divide. 
Nine Bulls were offer d for the Princely Gueſt, 
Nine Days the Monarch held the. folemn Feaft. | 
| V u When 
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When the tenth Morn her roſy Beam renew'd, 
And the King's Eyes the deadly Mandate view'd; 
He bid the deſtin'd. Chief his Arms employ 
The Invincible Chimera to deftroy. 

In the huge Monſter of no mortal Race, 

A Goat's rough Body, and a Lion's Face, 
Did with a Dragon's forky Tail conſpire, 
And her Breath iſſu'd in a Blaſt of Fire. 


Soon was ſhe vanquiſh'd, for the Chief de- 
icry'd Oau 
The friendly Omen, and on Heav'n rely'd ; 
With the brave Solymi he next engag'd, 
No Fight was ever with ſuch Fury wag'd; 
Thoſe Warrior Dames, the Amazonian Band, 
Fell the next Victims of his valiant Hand; 
The Monarch then a ſtrong Battalion choſe, 
Who at the Chict's Return in Ambuſh roſe, 


But doom'd no more their native Walls to view, 


Th Ne es e Chicf the ſtrong Battalion fle w. 


4 


Convinc'd 


Tam TW - foaut  S#m9/ 
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Convinc'd the Hero was of Race Divine 
The King advanc'd him in his Royal Line, 
Gave him his Daughter with an ample Dow'r, 
And half the Honours of Imperial Pow'r. 
The State aſſign'd him for his Rural Toil 
The nobleſt Portion of the Z,yc:an Soil; 
There, in the fertile Glebe imbrown' fl with 

Wood, 

Roſe the fair Offipring of the Warrior's Blood ; 
Jaunder iſſu'd from his firſt Embrace, 
Then brave Fippolochus adorn'd the Race: 
Laodamia was their Siſter's Name, 
ode in his am'rous Mood compreſt the Dame, 
Who with divine Sarpedon crown'd his Flame. 
Now grown the Object of celeſtial Hate, 
Loſt to the Pleaſures of the focial State, 
He ſtray'd erroneous o'er thi Aleian Plain, 
And liy'd to prove Variety of Pain. 


tion Uu 2 In 
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In Arms amidſt the Solymæan Wars 
Fell brave 1/ander by the Hand of Mars; 
His Daughter ſunk beneath Diana's Rage, 
My Sire Hippolochus ſurvives in Age. 
To Troy with this Command infpir'd I c came, 


Be thine, my Son, in Arms the foremoſt Name, 
Nor to Reproach the braveſt Race expoſe, 
That ere from Ephyre or Lycia role. 

Theſe were my Sires, and I exult to * 


A Line ſo glorious that extends i in me. [ 


[34] 
on JOSHUA vi 20. 
And it Came to puſs when the Prople heard the 
Sound of the Trumpet, and the People ſhouted 


with a great Shout; that the Wall fell down 
far.” 14 ini ' 4, 0 


Irregular OD E. 


Mae I 5 360] 
an: DAN. / what ard thy trembling 
Brook ? 
Big with Omnipotence no Rod, 
Wav'd by the unſeen Arm of God, 
Thy  Fond'ring.C Ghan ik 


Was Moſzs. lien ia the Se * 8 ws, 
Efficient wy Ark his par l Vew, 


That liquid Heaps precraps, Kol ceaſe to run, 


And own no [eſs ü tho ALMiGHrr's Hand? 
No One than Moſes greater far, 
Ev'n Moſes's I AM, 


Henceforth. 
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Henceforth of Saving to be nam'd, conducts the 
War, Ks 
And faithful to his Name, 
Bids Vi&'ry lead the Way, 
While Jo/bua's mighty Pow'r the Winds and Seas 
obey. 3 
Bleſt Flock! whoſe Shepherd the Great King 
Folds you beneath the Shadow of his Wing, 
And while your Troops the hoy'ring Preſence | 
warms, © a 14 
One conſtant Miracle ſtill conſecrates your Arms F 
1 II. 
vo Whom then does Jericho deride 
| Fond of her Ramparts, and entrench'd in Pride? 
M1 Will ſhe in Fee of Braſs rejoice, 
|; 1 When fierce Fehboval's all-commanding Breath 
WH Glows in the Trump's deſtructive Voice, 
And lends to tuneful Sounds the Blaſt of Death 


per 


Þ L | 
| s , 
1 | Rouz d 
d of . . 
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Rou d with a juſt Diſdain, 


And graſping in his Hand ten thouſand Fates, 
He hurl'd his redden'd Vengeance o'er the Plain, 
And curs'd in Anger the devoted Gates. 

Now on the ſeventh Day's Morn, 


Horn 


wark flies, 
The Wall at that T Rs N *** 


arts into Ruins — Gop was in the Voice. 


III. 
Muſic! Siſter of the Soul ! 


feryading Cement of this beauteous whole! 
Pow'rful Effluenee of the Mind Divine: 


all T not ay Omnipotence i is thine ? 


Thee do the Heay'ns declare, 


In 


Hark ! how the fated Muſic of each feeble 


Ilie baleful Lightning thro the frighted Bul- 


When pois d in Chords and meaſur d Sound | 
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In his own Orbit ev'ry Sphere 
Dances a glad Seraphic Round. 
Thy Sympathetic Balm 
Saul's frantic Damon could ſerenely calm, 
1 Charm Stones into a Wall, 
Fl And the ſame Art that builds, can make the 
Structure fall. 


IV. 
A dreadful glorious Voice ! 

Lo! a blue Tempeſt of conſuming Fire 

Out from his flaming Noſtrills flies, 
And everlaſting Mountains melt before lis Tre. 
See! Ocean tarts, he ſhrinks beneath his Caves, 
An awful Fear confounds the mudd'ring Waves, 
Shield me, ſome Angel, from his kindling Wrath, 
Thro my ſtunn'd Limbs celeſtial Warmthdiſpenſe, © 

Soft Numbers round me breathe, - - 

And to its former Scat reduce my ſeatter'd Senſe. 


Y. 


. 


„„ 


[l 6 | | 1 
Tis thus th' Almighty ſpeaks, 


"Tis thus his Voice in Terfor breaks, 
When Sma7s Hill of old the Law 
Expreſt in Smoke, and Peals of Thunder ſaw ; 


e Did not his agonizing Sides in Throws of Travail 
——_ 
And at the ſtormy Preſence quake? 
Did not the harder Hearts of an unbending Crew 
Soften, and tremble, and refuſe the View ? ö 
Tho Legiſlative Accents loud proclaim'd , 
The Tumult peaceful, and no Vengeance aim d. 
i So with a tenfold Pomp of Terror rob d 
es, Cod ſhall unhinge the tuneful Joints of ALL : | 
b, The crumbling Maſs of Earth unglob'd 
aſe, YCruſh'd by thi Almighty Voice, like Jericho 
hall fall. 
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To a GENTLEMAN, 


With the Dube of BUCkK1NGHAM's Poems. 


T 


While meaner Sons of Verſe ſubmit 


* 


I. 
O Thee, my Friend, no vulgar Wit 


His tuneful Tribute brings, 


To his Imperial Strings. 
II. 
Thou ſhalt thy nobler vigour try, 
To Heights ſublimer ſoar, 


Great Sheffield ſhall neglected lye, 


And charm the World no more. 
| III. 


If modeſt Fear reſtrain thy Rage, 
Hiſtoric Truth will tell 


Young Ammon dwelt on Homer's Page 


His Hero to cxccll, 
„ ODE 


EF 


ODE upon LIGHT. 


Ea J. 
\ LL Hail! illuftrious Parent of the Day, 


From Heav'n's immediate Eſſence drawn 


To glad Creation at her Dawn, 
And gild the Birth by thy enlivening Ray. 
Source of Ages! Flow of Time! 
By thee the Hours have fledg d their Wing, 
Eras ſtart, and Seaſons ſpring. 
From thee they ſprang, from thee they glide, 
Light ever fleeting, ever gay, 
Light their Spring, their Lamp, and Guide, 
To meaſure out their Line, 
And mark their deſtin d Way. 
By thy nimble Speeding, 
Wearied Wiſh excecding, 
Ray to Ray ſucceeding, 
Well we trace 


X x 2 
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Thy furious Bound, thy cager Pace, 


At that all-forming Summons to appear, 
That ſpoke thee to exiſt, and canton out the 


Year. 


IT. 
Say to what friendly Aid we owe 
Thoſe Gleams that in the Mind's fair Mirror play, 
From what rich Fountain flow 
Thoſe ripen'd Beams of Intellectual Day ; 
By whoſe fair Pencil is cach Image wrought, 
That teems to Birth, and glitters into Thought. 
How Fancy ev'ry Shape can gain, 
| How kindling Sparks her Form compoſe, 
And whence that ever ſhining Train, 
That Memory or Experience ſhows ; 
How conſtant Flames the Lamp of Reaſon fill 
To light the Judgment, and direct the Will : 


Hl 


„ 


I 
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III. 
Yet where benighted Reaſon ſtrays, 
In Faith's unnavigable Ocean loft, 


There Heav'n a bounteous Light diſplays, 
And ſteers the ſhatter'd Veſſel to the Coaſt, 
Firſt in the hallow'd Lines 


On glimm'ring Truth in myſtic Notes we gaze, - 


Till gather'd in a full Meridian Blaze 
The ſwelling Proſpect ſhines. 
Thus mimic Colours on the Canvas laid, | 
> 


Bloom by Degrees in nice Diſtinction ſpread, 
The Light diſplays it ſelf, and animates the | 


Shade. 3. 


Be IV. 
Muſt Learning, Muſe, bewail her fading Light? 
Muſe, diſpel th' oblivious Night, 
Leſt what the Flood of Years has {wept away, 
Ruſt with Tarniſh and decay. 
Muſe, 


11 
it 
1 


159 
Muſe, the fleeting Hours retricve, 
And bid forgotten ras live. 
Hark ! the Strings obſequious move, 
See! the bounding Fingers rove, 
Now the Majeſtic Epick ſtalks along, 
Hail the glad Notes, and bleſs the riſing Song 


U 


Now in ſoſtly- penſive Strains 
Weeping Elegy complains, 
Now, now the giddy Lyre 
Gives Life to Sound, and Senſe informs the mY 
Diſtemperd Darkneſs veils her lazy Head, 
Oblivion quits her downy Bed; 
Science blooms, and Arts refine, 
Letter'd Aras know 
In fair Array to ſhine, 
And Athens now revives where Cam and Vis 


flow. 


Kitty 
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Kitty and Charlotte; 


Occaſion'd by a POEM call'd, 


The Female PHAETON. 
-__ 
I. N 
TILL was the Night, when Charlotte's 


A 8 Eyes 

Im folded Slumber lay, 
but buſy Fancy ſtill ſupplies 
Y The Labours of the Day. 


II. 
I me Wrongs of her contracted Reign 


The ſleeping Maid inſpire, 
ind Kites Triumphs ſwell'd her Pain 
That left no Worlds to fire. 


III. Her 
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III. 
Her Guardian Sylph with healing, Care 
| Empower'd a Golden Dream, 
To calm the Tumults of the Fair, 
And ſpeak a ſofter Theme. 
| IV. 
« From Fey'riſh Waſtes and barren Sands 
« 'The ſcorch'd Numidian flies, | 
To breathe in more indulgent Lands, e 
« And leſs diſtemper'd Skies. 
V. 
& When in mild Drops of pearly Dew 


„The genial Morning glides, 
„The Tulip glows with painted Hue, 
And ſpreads her Silken Sides. 

1 
& But oh! beware the Noon-tide Blaze 


Ch; 
« And too commanding _ 

« Fach with'ring Pride and ſhrivell'd Grace 
« Confeſs the fad Decay. 


Hen 


VII. Thus 
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Thus runs the 'Tale, and thou fair Maid, 
The Moral muſt divine, | 
And own ſome fainter Touch betray'd 

Of Kitts Reign and Thine. 


VIII. 

| Kitty in Storms of angry Day - 

Like keeneft Lightning flies, 
Charlatte maintains a milder Sway, 


And rules in gentle Skies. 
IX. 
Kitty with fierce and Tyrant Arts 
Of Eaſtern Monarchs reigns 
Charlotte endears her ſubject Heart: 
And caſy Rule maintains. 


X. 7 . 
Charlotte can boaſt a long-liv'd Sway, 
Kitty an ardent Rage, oe 
Her Conqueſt laſted. for a Day, 


This triumphs for an Age. N K 
t 4 TS." Y y To 


% 


F 354 J 


To DORIND A, 


| | I. 
OW ſofteſt Peace attend his gentle Shade, I. 


Forbidding me to write to Her, | 
N And greeneſt Myrtles bloom around 
his Urn, | 

Who firſt to abſent Love his Help convey'd, In 
And bade divided Hearts, at Diſtance, burn, 


II. 2 I: 
Love by his gentle and auſpicious Pow'r 


In faithful Breaſts a faithful Commerce found, 
Waſts the fond Sigh from each disjointed Shore, 


And weaves the Knot that Climes and Seas * 


unbound, 


HEL 
Tho rolling Surges ſtretch th expanded Scene, 


Their Cliffs tho envious Mountains interpoſe: 
The faithful Quill ftill pleads the Lover's Pain, 
Shapes all his Hopes, and images his Woes. 
: | IV. Whence 


[. 3891] : 


IV. 

Whence then, fair Rebel to the Cauſe of Loye, 
Could ſuch a Breach of thy Allegiance ſpring, 
ie, 110 ſteal his fav'rite and obedient Dove, . 

nd And pluck the ſofteſt Feather of her Wing? 


V. 
How couldſt thou teach my Boſom this Concern, 
n. And yet refuſe the Tribute of its Love? 
Fan the ſoft Fire, and bid it ceaſe to burn, 
Or raiſe the Whirlwind, you forbid to moye ? 


1 
re, 895 1 
g What makes the Earth to heave with lab'ring 


Throes, 
But Winds impriſon'd in her tortur'd Womb ? 
hus but for Thee my Boſom had Repoſt, 
Did not thy Eyes inſpire, my Paſſions would 
be dumb. | 


— 


Y y 2 Upon 
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Upon ST E L L A 


| 1 
Appearing always at her IND OV. 


Y 


Diſplays to conſtant View her radiant Eyes, 


J. . | 
OUNG K/ella bright in Beauty's early 


Dawn, 


But unregarded like the daily Sun 


Her glaring Charms are ſeen without Surprize. 


IL 
O would the Fair One ſhine with well-timd 


Care, 
Like Comets rare amidſt the gloomy Sky, 
Then would the Nymph be fatal as the Star, 
Then Worlds would burn, and haughty Prin- | 


ces dye. 


4 


Auſo- 


os 78 


Aulſonii Epigramma. 


10 UM dubitat Natura Marem faceretue 
Puellam, 
Tactus es, 0 Pulcher pene Puella Puer. 


= — — — — iti En, — 
_ oo 
—— 
— 


1 

Thus I MIT ATE DPD. - ji 

— 

L 8 Nature did herſelf perplex, | 

i Should Miſs or Maſter be the Sex, | | 1 


And Neither would their Claim ſurrender, A 
The Dame ſo long the Point debated, 1 
She neither This nor That created, | 
But left Thee of the doubtful Gender. 1 


4 


f 


ro 


10 
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T0 IS 

FAIR UNKNOWN, 
Upon Seeing Her iu the Muſick Booth at Stur- 


brid ge-Fair. 


AE: I. 
EY” LD theſe faint Numbers glow with 


' equal Fire 
To that which in his Breaſt the Writer feels, 
Could Phebas like the Faik UNKNOWN inſpire, 
Or Verſe but emulate the Flame it tells; 
The Lover ſome Succeſs had found, and She 
Been known to Fame, tho' loſt to Love and Me. 
II. 


Wound not that Love with too ſevere a Name, 


Which was not Chance but Paſſion in Exceſs; 
Conceal'd the Hand from whence the Arrow came, 
My Hopes may be, but not my Anguiſh leſs. 
Strikes not the Light'ning with a Fate as true, 


Tho' yanquiſh'd Reaſon wonder'd whence it flew? 
III. If 


” 
2 
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III. 
If not in Pity to your Lover's Woes, 


For your own Sake at leaſt your ſelf reveal, 

' Left when 1 die, and Thou the fatal Cauſe, 
You loſe a Triumph you deſerve ſo well. 

Nay ev'n repaid will all my Suff rings be, 

And envy'd ſhall I fall, if known J fall by Thee. 


5 
Yet more —a thouſand Loves may lurk behind, 


And half your Courſe of Glory yet to run, 
A flowing Wit, diſcreet and beauteous Mind 
May crown thoſe Conqueſts which your Eyes 
begun; | 
Nor bid me dread thoſe thouſand Deaths in Store, 
I look'd, I ſigh'd, and loy'd, and was undone 


before. 
v 


In vain the Midnight Anchorite may boaſt 
Of rugged Maxims and pedantic Rules, 
For what is Liſe, its beſt Enjoyments loſt 


In the dull Mazes of inſipid Schools? 
3 Love 
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Love muſt refine what Science ſcarce began, 


And mould the letter'd Savage into Man. 


| x | 
Let lazy Hermits dream in College Cells, 
Supinely great, and indolently good, 
Whoſe frozen Breaſts ſuch glimm'ring Rapture ; 


ſwells, 
As lifeleſs dull P/atonicks underſtood : 


Go tel! that doating Sage— who looks on Thee 
With Plato's Eyes, may queſtion if he ſee. 


| VII. 
Judge now my Paſſion by ſevereſt Truth, 
And read what ry* 1 Juſtice cannot blame, 
If I have err'd, inform a willing Youth, 
At beſt miſtaken only was ny Flame. 
Was Love a Crime ? then teach me to adore, 
And Zeal ſhall be what Paſſion was before. 


The 


11 


The following ODE having been written by 
the ſame Hand as the Six foregoing Nieces, 
is thought proper to be here inſerted. 


ODE for MUSIC. 


ON THE 


Opening the New Regent-Houſe at the Public 
Commencement at Cambridge, MDCCxxx. 


I. 
ODDESS of the Brave and Wile, 
G On whoſe divided Empire wait 
The martial Triumphs the Grear, 
And all the tuneful Throng, 
That wake the vocal Chord, and ſhape the flying 
| Song ! 
A while ſucceſſive to thy Truſt 
Let BzxrTain's Genius, great and juſt, 
The Fate of Empires guard. | 
Z 2 A 
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A while let Arts, thy other Care, 
To Toils of Glory be preferr'd ; _ 
And fay amidſt the Waſte of War 
Did ever to thy wondring Eyes 

A tairer Scene of Triumph riſe ? 
Then ſwell the Verſe, and let it be 


Sacred to Science, Harmony, and Thee. 


IT. 
Let widow'd Empires ſpeak thy ſterner Sway, 
The mould'ring Arch, the Ruin large, 
T he Column faithleſs to its Charge, 
And bitter Waſte that marks the Conqueror's 
Way: | 
But be thy fofter, better Praiſe, 
| Be thine, and Music's Toil to raiſe, 
To mend the Soul, and melt the Heart; 


Music! the Founder Art, 


A 


III. Who 


4 


Music! the Soul of Verſe, and Friend of Peace.“ 
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HI. 
Who was it pois'd the well-tun'd Spheres, 
And led the Chorus of the circling Years, 


When Chaos held diſtemper'd Sway, 

And jarring Atoms, Cold and Heat, 

The Light, the Grave, the Dry, the Wet 
In ſullen Diſcord lay ? 


"Twas Harmony, 'twas Builder-Harmony, 
"Twas Harmony compos'd this Concert 


Frame, 


"Twas Harmony which upwards flung the active 
r's Flame, 
Preſcrib'd the Air in middle Space to flow, 
And bade the Wave and groſſer Earth fubſide | 


below. 


Then all yon tuneful reſtleſs Choir, 


Began their radiant Journies to ad vance, 


ace. And with unerring Symphony to roll the central 


Dance. 


2 2 2 CH O- 
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on 

Whilſt we the meaſur d Song decree, 
Builder-Harmony to Thee, 

Tune ev'ry Chord, and ey'ry Note inſpire, 


IV. 
But hark ! Amphion ſhakes the yielding Strings, 
And animated Rocks around him throng, 
The Marble from his veiny Cavern ſprings, 
The Flint forſakes his drowzy Cell, 
And all obſequious to the potent Spell, 


Hears the commanding Strings, and liſtens to the 


Song. 
"Twas Cadmus, * the elder Fate 
To mould the Infant growing State; 
But Dirce ſtill laments the fenceleſs Shed, 
Still Thebes inglorious rears her tow'rleſs Head. 
There wants the vocal Patriot yet 


To make thy Labours by his own, compleat, 
And fix the Warriors and the Muſes Scat. 


V. Now 


N 
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V. | 
Now by the ſweetly-plaintive Lute, 


Warbling broken Faith and ſlighted Love, 
The ſprightly Violin and mellower Flute, 
That teach the meaſur d Dance to move: 


By the hallow'd Fire 


That ſhakes the Prophet's Harp, and OR the 
Poet's Lyre: 
By the Trumpet's loud Alarms, 
That rouze the Nations up to Arms: 
By holy Strains that deep-mouth'd Organs blow, 
To whom the pious Uſe is giv'n 


To wing the ſilent glowing Vow, © Jo 


And waft the raptur'd Saint to Heay'n. 
Be, Music, thy peculiar Care 
To ſhed thy choĩceſt Bleſſings here; 
Let ev'ry Muſe, and eyry Grace, 


Soft-ſmiling Joy, and roſie Peace, T LT; 


And all the verdant, faithful Train, 
That wait thy balmny; happy Reign, 

With b rxiiful Seriphs guard the halfow'd Place. 

4 VI. 80 
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= VI. 
So when at BRTTAINSs wide Command 
The Auſtrian Eagle learns to fear, 
The Pile to Thee ſhall ſacred ſtand, 
Thy genial Empire founded here. 
Then ev'ry Arch with faithful Verſe 
\ Tnſcrib'd, ſhall joyfully rchearſs 
1 How Grantd's Arts with BxrTaix's Conqueſts 
| {well : 
| Then Thou beneath her guardian Wing 
To either Praiſe ſhall tune the String, 
And Bx1Tain's Glories ſhall inform the Shell. 


